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Chapter One 


Chisholm Trail, 1877 


Everett Henry was the sole survivor of one of the worst 
cattle drives in the history of men moving steer to market. 
Half the hired hands disappeared the first few weeks, and 
the low-down dirty thieves took more than half the herd with 
them. The rest of the men fell victim to an incredible string 
of misfortunes that had Everett thinking the whole venture 
was cursed from the get-go. 

After the men and horses were gone, the rest of the cattle 
stampeded. Riding solo, there was nothing he could do but 
watch them kick up dust as they ran. All that remained was 
him, his horse, and the two oxen that pulled the chuck 
wagon. 

“Quit your bellyaching. At least you’ve got something to 
eat.” His voice sounded amazingly loud in the open prairie. 
He’d tried to stop talking to himself, but loneliness and a 
pressing fear prompted him to speak every once in a while. 
Everett couldn’t shake the feeling that he was actually dead 
and all this was just his brain refusing to let go. 

If not for the wagon full of food, Everett would have 
probably died a week ago. By no account was he a skinny 
man, but he was all bone and muscle. Without constant 
grub, he’d fail fast. There wasn’t a lot of variety, but beans, 
salted meat, coffee, and biscuits would keep him alive and 
get him home. 

Hell. 

Problem was, he didn’t really have a home. He wasn’t a 
vagrant by any means, but he wasn’t a man to put down 
roots, either. He more sort of drifted from town to town, 
looking for work. When the work dried up, he moved on. But 
there was more to his wanderlust. He had a hankering for 
something. Exactly what he was longing for, he didn’t know. 
All he knew was that when he found this mysterious thing 


he wanted, he’d be happier. And maybe, just maybe, he 
could stay put for longer than a few months. 

After what happened in the last town, Everett was 
positive he wasn’t going to go back that direction. Getting 
the snot kicked out of him over a misunderstanding at the 
local watering hole was not his idea of a good time. He 
hadn’t wanted to play cards or drink himself stupid. He just 
wanted to sit, sip his beer, and watch people. That wasn’t 
acceptable for some reason. Looking at a man too long with 
a speculating gaze had ended up with fists flying and then 
his hat tumbling after him as he was tossed out the saloon 
door. 

Everett had picked himself up, brushed himself off, and 
moved on like he had done a dozen times before. On his 
way out of town, he’d run into a man he knew through 
another, and that’s how he’d ended up on this cursed cattle 
drive. 

Since he couldn’t go back, Everett moved forward. He had 
been following the most-traveled trail, and reckoned he was 
heading roughly northeast. He had no idea exactly where he 
was, but he decided knowing the location didn’t much 
matter. Alive and moving was all that concerned him at the 
moment. 

Tonight he was enjoying the sun setting at his back after a 
windy day of hazy sun and gathering clouds. He’d never 
been all that great at predicting the weather, but he had a 
feeling rain would fall tonight, or by tomorrow morning at 
the very latest. 

Concerned about flash floods in the lower areas, he’d 
pushed his little wagon train to higher ground. Once he felt 
he’d gained a good vantage point, he’d moved off the main 
trail to set up camp for the night. Curious about an odd 
grouping of amazingly tall and green cottonwood trees, he 
went a little deeper and found a spring. 

He also found a man. 

“Well, looky here, someone worse off than me.” 


Naked as the day һе was born, the stranger’s legs 
dangled in the water while his upper body was splayed on 
the bank. At first, Everett had thought he’d best lay off the 
cook’s whisky because when he’d come upon the tree- 
shaded scene, he’d thought there were two legs sticking out 
of the water. After peering intently, he’d seen the rest of the 
man. It was hard to see him under the layer of filth. The 
poor man was so encrusted he was the exact same color as 
the earth upon which he lay. Best Everett could figure, he’d 
been trying to clean himself up when he’d passed out. 

“Well, at least you didn’t fall face-first into the water and 
drown.” Although, that might be have been a blessing, 
depending on what had happened to the man. Everett didn’t 
see any blood, but there was only one good way a man lost 
all his clothing, and that was if he took them off to lay down 
with another. 

From his vantage point high up in the wagon, Everett 
looked up and down and all around the spring, but he didn’t 
see any clothing, gear, a horse—nothing. It was as if the 
man had crawled out of the dirt and fell half into the water. 

Curious, and sick of sitting on his behind all damn day, 
Everett hopped down from the wagon, brushed the dust off 
his ass, and laughed. “Right. Get myself gussied up for a 
man who looks like he’s been dipped in dirt.” Even if he 
jumped in the water right now, it would take a week to get 
all the grime out of his nooks and crannies. 

When he knelt beside the stranger, his knee sank into the 
ground a good three inches, like the earth had recently been 
plowed. Cupping his hand, he sifted the dirt though his 
fingers. It was soft, without any large clumps or rocks. 
Almost powdery. 

“Huh.” He brushed his hand off. “Let’s see what we got 
here.” 

Everett reached out to touch the man, to verify he was 
alive, but he stopped just short of contact. He wasn’t sure 
why he was cautious about touching him, just that he was. 


That funny inner voice that sometimes told him not to even 
look at a certain fellow was urging him to leave this one be. 
Everett argued that it wouldn’t be neighborly to just leave 
the poor man here, all exposed and possibly hurt. Still, that 
voice urged caution. Instead of touching him, Everett 
watched closely, noting that the man’s chest rose and fell in 
a steady rhythm. 

“Well, you’re alive. That’s a start.” 

Pulling the trail-dusty kerchief off his neck, Everett 
shuffled over on his knees to the water’s edge, rinsed the 
fabric out as best he could, then returned to the man’s side. 
Again, he hesitated to touch him. There was something 
almost... foreign about the man. But then, in a most curious 
way, Everett felt like he was the one who didn’t belong here, 
not the other way around. 

Determined to get a hold of himself, convinced these odd 
feelings were just the product of being alone for too long, 
Everett lifted the wet kerchief to the man’s face and gently 
wiped away the powdery dirt. 

The man didn’t stir. 

As more and more of the dirt came away, the man’s 
features became more pronounced. His hair was brown with 
some blonder streaks and far too long. Everett could just 
about pull the length of it back in a ponytail. The man’s 
lashes were the same color as his hair, and longer than any 
painted woman's, but it was his mouth that compelled 
Everett to slow his strokes. 

Everett pressed his lips together to not say anything 
aloud. Never, not ever in his life, had he ever seen a man as 
handsome as this one. Had he seen him in a saloon, Everett 
would have done a hell of a lot more than simply stare at 
him. Everett would have gladly spent his last penny buying 
this man drinks and hoping against hope that they would 
end up sharing a bed. 

Despite his best efforts, Everett couldn’t stop himself 
from letting his gaze wander down the length of the man’s 


body. Sadly, his cock was so covered іп dust he couldn’t get 
a good look, but what he was able to make out made him 
grin. The mystery man was packing one hell of a pistol. 


Chapter Two 


Each pass with the wet cloth tugged the man’s lips askew. 
When Everett lifted the rag away, they moved back into 
perfection. Dusty rose, not too thick or thin, the man’s lips 
were just about the most perfect lips he’d ever seen on 
anyone. And so plush. He felt them give below his cleaning 
fingers with more ease than the powdered dirt had given 
around his knees. 

After thinking too hard about what he wanted to do to 
that mouth, Everett allowed his naked finger to slip over the 
edge of the moist kerchief and directly touch the stranger’s 
lips. A jolt of pleasure washed up his hand then charged 
straight to his cock. Everett shot to his feet so fast he damn 
near knocked himself over. Worse, he puffed up fresh dust 
on the man who clearly didn’t need any more mess on him. 

“Damnation!” 

He’d felt a lot of things in his time, including a model of 
the newfangled electrified fence, but that shock was nothing 
compared to this. Everett felt as if he’d been struck by 
lightning. Curious thing was, the powerful surge hadn’t hurt 
him at all. What the zinging bolt of energy had done was 
arouse him to the point his cock was a stroke away from 
climax. 

As much as he wanted to turn away and attend himself, 
he couldn’t imagine what the man on the ground would 
think if the first thing he saw when he woke up was another 
man stroking his dick. Ignoring the urge, as he had so many 
times in the past, Everett decided he’d best stop touching 
the man. That inner voice was there to promptly say told ya 
so before shutting back up. 

Without touching him directly, Everett cleaned him as 
best he could, and only above the waist. After pulling on his 
gloves, Everett pulled the man by his armpits so that he was 


completely out of the water. When һе didn’t stir, Everett 
decided his next chore would be to set up camp. 

He settled the animals first then took care of his private 
business. With a glance to the sky, he realized night would 
be full in under an hour. If he didn’t want to be stumbling 
around in the dark, or using up the precious oil in the two 
lamps, he’d better get a fire going. 

About the only good thing he’d discovered during this ill- 
fated trip was that he had a knack for building great fires. 
Their cook had been most demanding about how he liked 
the fire pit set, and since Everett liked good grub, he’d 
gladly taken on the task. An added benefit was the prairie 
was littered with dry mesquite, which burned slowly, and 
very hot. Since he wasn’t sure he’d be able to find good 
wood all along the trail, especially since it was so well 
traveled, he’d taken to filling part of the covered wagon with 
wood so that when he did stop, he was ready. Before he left 
tomorrow, he would replenish his supply. 

Everett didn’t set a big cooking fire every night, but he 
figured the stranger would be hungry when he woke, and he 
would need heat to cook the fresh meat he’d taken off one 
of the wounded steers earlier in the day. Poor thing. With 
both legs broken, screaming like a terrified woman, the cow 
never had a chance. Everett put the creature down then 
took what he thought he could eat in a few days. He left the 
rest for the coyotes. 

In another bit of grace, the days had been cooling off, so 
he thought the meat might last a while. But what blessed 
опе event cursed another. Cooler days meant chilly nights. 
He was glad the meat wouldn’t spoil quickly, but he was 
worried about getting somewhere before the nights got too 
cold. There was only one blanket in the wagon as the 
thieves had taken the rest. Despite the protection of the 
covered wagon, one thin blanket wouldn’t be enough to 
keep him from freezing if the temperature dipped any lower. 


Thinking of the blanket made him think of the stranger. 
Hell, he couldn’t leave him laying there, buck naked, when 
night was settling in. He rummaged around in the back of 
the wagon, found the blanket, and returned to the still- 
sleeping man. 

Refusing to examine him any more than he already had, 
Everett placed the blanket over him then moved back to the 
wagon. He couldn’t stop pondering the odd dizziness he felt 
each time he came near him. With a shake of his head, 
Everett chalked the feeling up to too much traveling and not 
enough eating. 

After clearing a space and digging a shallow hole, he 
placed thin twigs in a teepee pattern, with the kindling in 
the center. When he caught himself grinning like a fool, he 
realized he was happy. Being alone was something he was 
used to, but not something he enjoyed. Whoever the 
strange man was, Everett was glad for the company. 

Concentrating, he whapped the flint with the steel. Within 
three strikes, a spark caught the fluffy bundle of kindling on 
fire, which in turn lit up the thinner sticks that formed the 
cone. Carefully, he added ever thicker pieces of wood until 
he had a decent fire. Pleased as punch, he crouched down 
to watch the fire and wait for his new companion to wake 
up. 

“You're very good at that.” 

“Damnation!” Everett lost his balance and tumbled 
backward. 

“You all right?” 

“Yeah.” Righting himself, furious that he’d become so 
enraptured by the flames he’d forgotten to keep an eye on 
the stranger, Everett climbed to his feet. He was glad night 
had fallen hard, and the fire wasn’t that bright, otherwise, 
the stranger would see the blush washing over his face. 

“Didn’t mean to startle you.” Naked and oblivious, the 
stranger settled on his haunches across the fire from where 
Everett stood. Flames danced in his eyes and along the 


edges of his wet hair. Best Everett could tell, the тап had 
taken a dip in the spring to clean off the rest of the dust. He 
looked even more amazing all wet and glistening. 

“You gotta name?” Everett covered his embarrassment 
with a hefty dose of gruffness. 

“І sure do.” The man lifted his hands out, warming them 
by the fire. 

Everett gave him a moment, but when he didn’t say 
anything else, Everett asked, “Well?” 

“What?” 

“Your name.” 

“Dalton. Dalton Hicks.” 

“How'd you get here, Mr. Hicks?” 

“Call me Dalton.” 

“Dalton it is.” Again, Everett gave pause, waiting for the 
man to answer the question, but he just stayed there, 
balanced on the balls of his feet, warming himself by the 
fire. It took all Everett’s will not to stare at how the man’s 
flaccid cock dangled between his spread knees. Now that he 
was clean, Everett realized his pubic hair was the same 
deep brown as the hair on his head. 

Moreover, he noticed his cock, even soft, was well formed 
and thick, and much bigger than Everett had assessed 
through all that dust. Why, if the man had been lying down 
with someone, they hadn’t tossed him for lacking in that 
area. Not from what Everett could see. 

When he forcefully drew his gaze up to the man’s face, 
and saw a smirking grin, Everett realized that the man knew 
he’d been looking at his privates. Funny thing was, he didn’t 
seem upset by Everett’s interest. If anything, he seemed 
welcoming. But damned if that inner voice didn’t start up 
with the cautions again. Remember that feller back in San 
Antonio who seemed all smiles and welcomes? Everett did. 
He had a good-sized scar on the underside of his chin to 
remind him that sometimes men smiled to bare their teeth, 
not to indicate happiness. 


“How did you get here?” Everett repeated the question, 
hoping this time Dalton would answer. Perversely, now that 
he had company, he was missing his solitude. Having to say 
everything twice would grow tiresome mighty fast. 
Moreover, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was 
imposing on the man. As crazy as it seemed, Everett wanted 
to gather up the animals and get going before he found out 
anything about this stranger. By the same measure, he felt 
another force holding him close. Push and pull battled his 
frayed nerves. 

“How'd you get here?” Dalton returned the question with 
a smile that caused Everett’s breath to catch. 

Pointedly, Everett looked over at the wagon then to the 
animals tethered by the water. The man didn’t seemed to be 
addled, but maybe looks were deceiving. 

“Obviously | got here on that wagon.” Everett cast his 
attention around the sheltered area they shared. “Did your 
horse throw you?” It seemed as good an explanation as any 
for how the man had ended up knocked out cold on the 
ground. Course, that scenario didn’t explain his missing 
clothes. Everett had seen a lot of bucked men, but never 
one tossed right out of his duds. 

“Nope.” Dalton grinned at him. 

Sick of waiting for the man to speak further, Everett 
grumbled, “Not much of a talker, are you?” 

“Nope.” Dalton’s grin deepened, flattening his curiously 
perfect lips against his even more perfect teeth. 

Damn if he didn’t look like some kind of devil with his hair 
slicked back and flames dancing in his eyes. Didn’t help 
Everett’s concentration none that the тап was naked. 
Distracted again by his cock, which had started to lengthen 
with arousal, Everett wondered where the hell the blanket 
had gone. When he glanced over, he saw the blanket folded 
neatly where Dalton had been laying in the dirt. Now he was 
wondering why һе hadn’t used the damn thing to cover 
himself. Not that he minded looking, not at all, just that 


looking led to thinking, апа thinking led to longing, and 
longing might lead him into a heap of trouble. Sometimes 
what seemed like welcome in a man’s eyes turned out to be 
anything but. Everett didn’t need another reminder of that 
out here where there wasn’t a barber to stitch up his face 
should his roving gaze get him hurt. 

“Hungry?” Everett decided that if Dalton wasn’t much of a 
talker, he would save his breath. He could speak in one- 
word questions if that’s what the man wanted. Maybe 
Dalton was a loner and not used to talking. Funny that after 
too much time alone, Everett wanted to jaw the night away. 
Not about anything in particular. He just wanted to talk. Just 
his luck to end up with a tight-lipped companion. 

The man stood and touched his belly. “І could eat.” 

“Well, hell, | ain’t forcing you.” 

“No, you aren’t.” While lowering his head but keeping his 
gaze pinned to Everett, Dalton smiled. It was the most 
bizarre look anyone had ever given him. Uncomfortable with 
the scrutiny, Everett turned away. Now he understood how 
him just sitting in the saloon looking at folks had gotten him 
in trouble. It was disturbing to be watched so intently. 

“Let’s get you dressed first.” Without waiting for 
agreement, Everett moved to the back of the wagon. If the 
man didn’t want to wear the blanket, that was fine, but he 
was going to put something on to cover up his thoroughly 
distracting form. 

This distance from the fire, the pops and crackles died 
down and the music of prairie insects rose up. Cool air with 
the barest taste of moisture soothed Everett’s heated face. 
There was something off about this man, this Dalton Hicks. 
Something not necessarily sinister, but something not 
entirely wholesome, either. No matter how hard he tried, 
Everett couldn’t quite put his finger on what was wrong with 
him, but his gut told him to be wary. And if Everett had 
learned nothing else, he’d learned to trust his gut. 


Chapter Three 


“Does my nudity bother you?” 

“Damnation!” Everett jumped about a foot in the air. “Will 
you stop sneaking up on me?” 

Dalton didn’t apologize. All he did was smile. And damn it 
all to hell, but that grin of his was becoming less strange 
and more alluring by the moment, especially back here in 
the dark. That kind of expression caused Everett to consider 
that if he propositioned the man, his attention would be 
more than welcomed. But Everett had been wrong before. 
The last thing he needed was to have to sleep with one eye 
open because of an angry fellow. 

Once he got his heart back under control, Everett asked, 
“Aren't you cold?” 

As he had before, Dalton touched himself then said, “Now 
that I’m away from the fire, | am cold.” 

Shaking his head at the utter bizarreness of this man, 
Everett climbed up into the wagon. 

“I’ve got an extra pair of pants, and | think there’s a shirt 
or two in here...” He trailed off as he pushed the mounds of 
gear around. He might be good at building a fire, but he 
couldn’t organize his equipment to save his soul. 

“І don’t want to trouble you.” 

“No trouble,” Everett said, but he would trouble himself 
because if he didn’t, he’d end up staring at the man all 
night. And what in the world would he do when it came time 
to bunk down? There was one blanket and two men. That 
could add up to a wild night of wicked pleasure, but it could 
also equal a long night of uncomfortable posturing. Everett 
decided he’d cross that bridge when he got to it. Spending 
the evening with this most curious man should give him 
some hints as to which way the wind blew. 


As Everett pawed his way through the gear, going by feel 
in the dark, he realized that Dalton seemed to be able to 
talk like a normal human being. Perhaps he just didn’t want 
to. When Everett glanced over his back, Dalton was 
standing by the wagon, watching him so intently it was as if 
he were the naked one. 

“You are very kind,” Dalton said. 

“Yeah, well, you’re in need, and | was taught to do unto 
others, and—ah, here we go.” Everett tossed the pants 
toward the open end of the wagon. Just as he laid his hand 
on what he thought was a shirt, he felt a hand on his leg. 
Since his two hands were busy, it had to be Dalton’s hand 
on his calf. 

Time stood still. 

Dalton’s hand was gentle, curious, but also intriguingly 
possessive. 

“To do unto others?” Dalton asked. 

Everett didn’t have to look to know Dalton had just 
climbed into the wagon. He'd felt his hand gripping along 
his calf for balance, and then, once Dalton had gotten in, his 
hand slid up to the crook of Everett’s knee. What had 
seemed a rather big area got mighty small in a big hurry. 

“You know, that bible thing?” Everett coughed to dislodge 
the massive lump that abruptly filled his throat. “Do unto 
others as you would have them do unto you.” All of the 
sudden that phrase took on a most decidedly dirty 
connotation in Everett’s mind. That inner voice was more 
than a mite upset that he was twisting around the word of 
the lord even unintentionally. 

“І should do unto you what І want you to do unto me?” 
Dalton asked, his voice closer in the dark, and terribly 
suggestive. 

“Yeah, | guess so.” Everett struggled to keep his voice 
from cracking again. Once his eyes adjusted to the dark, he 
noticed the light from the fire danced against the canvas of 
the wagon, giving the shadows inside an orange glow. When 


Dalton’s hand fell away, Everett couldn’t decide if he was 
more relieved or disappointed. He didn’t have time to 
ponder the feeling for long. 

With the skill of lifelong cowboy roping and tying a calf, 
Dalton had him on his back in less than a second. If the man 
had had cord on him, Everett had no doubt Dalton would 
have had his legs and one arm trussed up by now. 

Before Everett could ask what the man thought he was 
doing, Dalton slid his way up his body, and kissed him full 
on the mouth. 

As Dalton deepened the kiss, a hurricane of thoughts 
blew through Everett’s mind, not the least of which was that 
he’d finally found that something, or rather someone, he’d 
been looking for. 

All his life he’d been seeking, finding disappointment, and 
moving on. But not this time. Their joining ended the 
frustration that had plagued his life. Everett thought he 
could stay right here, with this man, forever. 

Deepening the kiss further by grabbing the back of 
Dalton’s head, Everett rolled until they were now pressed 
side by side. Dalton’s hair was still damp, and the length 
allowed Everett to thread the strands through his fingers. 
His hair was as soft as feather down. 

When Dalton opened his mouth and swirled his tongue 
along his, Everett thought he would climax. That powerful 
surge he’d felt earlier when he’d touched his lips was 
multiplied, echoed, expanded until his entire form became 
filled with white-hot lightning. 

Dalton tasted of a cool breeze on a hot summer day— 
refreshing, sweet, and blissful. When Everett breathed deep, 
all he could smell was clean flesh. 

Everett pulled back. “Heaven help me, І must smell 
awful.” 

“No.” Dalton pulled him close. “You smell like earth, and 
you taste of painful longing.” 


Dalton’s eyes seemed enormous іп the orange-tinged 
dark, hypnotizing and compelling. 

This time, when Dalton merged their mouths, Everett 
didn’t pull away. From the way Dalton was kissing him, he 
welcomed his taste, no matter how raw he might be. 

Hungry hands tore at his clothing, pushing the fabric 
aside to reveal sensitized flesh. Dalton spread his palms 
over Everett’s chest then lowered his mouth to one hard 
nipple. Hot and wet, his tongue made circles there before he 
switched to the other, then back. 

As if compelled by Everett’s secret inner voice, Dalton 
worked his mouth over his chest, going lower, and lower. As 
he worked his way down, Dalton deftly undid and pushed 
Everett’s pants aside. 

Just when Everett thought he would die from yearning, 
when he thought this marvelous stranger had gone as far as 
he dared, he went lower and took Everett’s cock into his 
mouth. 

Energy poured into his body, causing him to arch up. His 
moan filled the night, cutting off the sound of nocturnal 
creatures. Bliss unlike anything he’d known caused him to 
question if this were real or a dream. Reaching down, 
Everett cupped the top of Dalton’s head, marveling at the 
feel of his hair and the way Dalton forcefully rocked his hips 
by cupping his ass. Most men tried to hold him still, but not 
this curious stranger. 

Everett hadn’t had many lovers, but he’d never had a 
man take after him so thoroughly. Dalton sucked him with 
his full attention focused on Everett’s pleasure. He did 
things with his teeth and tongue that had Everett writhing 
against the bare boards of the wagon. A backside of 
splinters might greet him in the morning, but right now, he 
didn’t care. 

When Dalton pulled away, a cry of remorse tore out of 
Everett’s throat before he could stifle himself. 

“You are so lonely,” Dalton said. 


Everett agreed with incoherent babbling. Once Dalton’s 
mouth returned to his penis, he thought he would never feel 
alone again. Come hell or high water he was going to keep 
this man at his side. 

Swirling his tongue around the crown of Everett’s cock, 
Dalton looked up at the same moment that Everett looked 
down. Their eyes locked, and there, in his gaze, Everett saw 
his own troubles reflected back. The connection caused 
Dalton to pull away again. 

“Just like you, I’ve been seeking.” Dalton settled on his 
knees so he could use his hands along with his mouth. 

“Yeah?” 

With his mouth over the length of his shaft, Dalton 
nodded, which bobbed his head and drew Everett’s cock 
almost to the back of his throat. 

Sputtering, lost in the most intense pleasure, Everett 
groaned, “And this is the time you decide to talk?” 

Drawing his mouth away completely, Dalton gripped up 
on Everett’s dick with both hands. He grinned. “I thought 
you wanted me to talk?” 

“Sure—just—does it have to be right now?” Everett was 
so close to climax. All the thoughts he’d ruthlessly 
Suppressed earlier, those wicked images of what he wanted 
to do to the stranger’s mouth, were washed away by the 
actual vision of his far too perfect lips slipping over and 
around Everett’s cock. 

Lowering his hands to Everett’s balls, Dalton kissed the 
tip of his aching prick and whispered, “I like the taste of you, 
the feel of you.” 

Dalton’s mouth was everywhere, making Everett crazed 
with a need to touch him, but Dalton was too far away. 
Desperate to do something with his hands, Everett reached 
above his head and pressed against the wooden slats of the 
wagon. Wood creaked as he pushed in an effort to hold his 
body still for Dalton’s openmouthed kisses and caressing 
hands. 


Dalton ate at him with crazed hunger, wicked and free. In 
this pure moment, nothing but their two bodies, desperately 
seeking and wildly twisting, existed. 

“І won't let you go.” 

With that, Dalton dropped his head down until Everett’s 
cock was fully buried in his mouth. While he sucked hard, 
Dalton rolled Everett’s balls in his hand. Even though canvas 
covered the wagon, Everett saw stars as he climaxed. His 
entire body lifted up as if drawn into Dalton. Over and again 
he shook as he poured his pleasure into Dalton’s waiting 
mouth. Rather than pull away, as others had, Dalton 
welcomed his thrusts. He encouraged him to rock his hips as 
the orgasm tore through him. For the longest time, he was 
without form. Vapor, or pure sensation, just free of all the 
demands of his body. He felt no hunger, no thirst, no 
longing. 

For the first time in his life, for the only time in his life, 
Everett felt complete. 


Chapter Four 


Without waiting for his twitching cock to still, Everett 
reached down and hauled Dalton up. When he kissed him, 
he tasted his climax on Dalton’s lips, but beyond that, he 
savored Dalton’s own sweet flavor. 

“You're grinning.” Frankly, Everett had never known а 
man to be so Satisfied with another man’s pleasure. Most of 
the теп he’d been with had been in a hurry to get off and 
get away before they got caught. 

“І wanted to make you happy, and І have.” 

Rolling him over, pressing him down when he tried to sit 
up, Everett said, “Іт so happy I’m trying not to bust into 
song.” With a grin, he palmed then delicately twisted 
Dalton’s nipples. 

The noise he made was part whimper, part growl, and all 
sexy. Encouraged, Everett made his way down Dalton’s 
chest, pressing his lips against strong muscles, clean flesh, 
and a body so ready he was unable to hold still. 

“Settle down or you’re gonna get a backside of splinters.” 
Concerned for his incredibly smooth flesh, Everett yanked a 
Spare piece of canvas under his butt and back to protect 
him from the raw wood. 

“It’s just that your touch, the way you make me feel, | 
can’t hold still.” 

Dalton’s frenzied squirming was hotter than hell and twice 
as wicked. Everett wrapped his fist around Dalton’s cock 
and lowered his mouth. Right before he made contact, he 
looked up and asked, “Do unto others, right?” 

“Right.” Dalton swallowed hard and held very still, his 
anticipation practically rolling off him in waves. 

“You ever done this before?” Everett deliberately washed 
the heat of his breath over Dalton’s dick. 

“No—yes.” 


“Which is it?” Everett grinned up at him, loving the frantic 
look in his eyes, the anxious tightening of his body. He was 
going to give him the suck of his life, but he wanted to pay 
him back some frustration first. 

Clearly unaccustomed to teasing, Dalton pressed down on 
his head, but Everett moved to the side. All Dalton’s pushing 
did was press Everett’s mouth against his hip. 

Kissing him there, then looking up, Everett asked again, 
“Yes, no, what?” 

“No one has ever sucked my cock.” Dalton’s voice 
hitched. “But Гуе--” 

Everett didn’t let him finish. He lunged down on him, 
taking his prick all the way to the base. Had he known, he 
wouldn’t have teased him at all. No wonder he was so eager 
to give what he so desperately wanted to receive. 

Dalton uttered a cry of such joy Everett redoubled his 
efforts. He wanted to please him, to show him how 
wonderfully good he’d made him feel only moments ago. 
Working his mouth and hand in tandem, he sucked and 
stroked until Dalton’s body lifted up. Right at the verge of 
climax, Dalton froze in place. 

Concerned, Everett looked up. Dalton’s face was twisted 
with need and what looked like anguish. Afraid that Dalton 
would push him away and make him stop, Everett sucked 
harder. Dalton’s eyes went wide, and he thrust his hips, 
plunging his prick so deep that Everett almost gagged. But 
he took him. He cupped his buttocks and helped him rock 
into his willing mouth. 

Uttering a coyote cry, Dalton climaxed. 

He tasted sweet, almost like the first warm air of spring. 
Sucking and swallowing, Everett swore he would never get 
enough of his flavor. Everett hadn’t had much experience of 
a sexual nature, but this man, this wonderfully different 
stranger, had a flavor that was utterly unique. 

Like Everett had earlier, Dalton didn’t wait for the shakes 
to leave him before he hauled Everett up and kissed him. 


“You, | want you,” Dalton said between kisses. 

“You’ve got me,” Everett returned, laughing at Dalton’s 
possessiveness and his own overwhelming feelings of joy. 
Usually, when all was said and done, his lovers had flashed 
him guilty looks as they made their escape. Not a one had 
wanted to stick around and talk, let alone cling to him with 
an air of coupling up. 

“І want to stay here.” Dalton hugged him so hard Everett 
squeaked. 

“Right here? Well, hell, | don’t think we can—” 

Dalton didn’t let him finish. He pushed him onto his back 
and pressed their spent cocks together. “We can if we want 
to. Say we can.” 

Confused, Everett soothed his hand over Dalton’s back. 
“Sure. Yeah. We can.” But he knew it was a lie. They 
couldn’t just set up a homestead because they felt like it. 
There were laws, and this land was probably owned by 
someone. Everett didn’t even know exactly where here was. 
Still, as soon as he agreed, Dalton calmed, and pressed his 
head against Everett’s shoulder. 

“І don’t want to be alone anymore. 
muffled, but still crystal clear. 

Now Everett thought he understood. Dalton didn’t mean 
here, specifically, but here more figuratively, like here in 
each other’s arms. Everett wasn’t certain, but he thought 
someone had abandoned Dalton at this spring. Maybe they 
took what they wanted from him then cast him aside. That 
scenario would explain why he was naked апа how he’d 
given pleasure but never got any. Everett had been on the 
receiving end of that kind of cruelty. Now it was Everett who 
hugged Dalton so hard he squeaked. He’d seen his fair 
Share of meanness in the world, but nothing so vicious as 
stripping а man bare and leaving him in the middle of 
nowhere. 

Rolling over, and then again so he was on top of him, 
Everett looked down into haunted eyes. “You’re not alone 


” 


Dalton voice was 


anymore.” Everett balanced his weight on his arms. 4 
wouldn’t leave you for all the whisky in the world. Hell, | 
can’t think of anything that would make me walk away.” 

Hope chased away the despair that had clouded Dalton’s 
gaze. 

“Now, let’s get some food going, and set up a place to 
Sleep. Maybe І can even get cleaned up a bit.” If nothing 
else, Everett thought he should take advantage of the warm 
night and the nearness of the water to wash his clothes. As 
much as he thought Dalton was genuine in liking his trail- 
dusty earthiness, he wanted to be good and clean for the 
down and dirty things they would do later. 

“But there’s more | want to give unto you.” Dalton’s 
words shot another jolt of pure energy right down to 
Everett’s prick. 

Grinning, Everett said, “Don’t worry, we’ll have all the 
time you want to give unto one another, but if we don’t eat, 
we won’t have the strength to do what | have in mind.” 

Dalton’s eyes went wide, and so did his smile. “We should 
eat then.” 

“Yeah.” Everett kissed him then sat up quick before they 
could get to tussling again. If he wasn’t careful, it would be 
incredibly easy to forget everything and just sex himself to 
death with this man. 

Reluctantly, he fastened his trousers and climbed out of 
the wagon. Turning back, he pointed at the pants. “As much 
as | can’t believe I’m going to say this, | think you should 
put those on. Otherwise, l'Il never be able to get anything 
made for supper.” 

Flashing that wicked grin that Everett had already grown 
accustomed to, Dalton jumped out of the wagon and 
shimmied his way into the pants. The brown canvas trousers 
were a little tight on him. Everett couldn’t help but notice 
that his cock created an interesting bulge in the front. 

“Damn. They never looked that good on me.” He admired 
the way the fabric molded to his muscular legs, then sighed. 


“Naked or clothed, you seem to be mighty distracting.” 

“І сап cook.” 

“Yeah?” Everett hooked his finger into the waistband and 
pulled Dalton close. “What do you know how to cook?” 

“Stew.” Dalton wrapped his arms around his shoulders. 
“ГІІ take саге of Supper while you clean up.” 

“І thought you liked me this way.” 

“There is nothing І like more than a dirty cowboy, but | 
know it bothers you. Now go.” Releasing him, Dalton gave 
him a little push toward the spring. 

“Dirty cowboy? You were the one laying in the dirt.” As 
soon as the words left his mouth, Everett wanted to slap 
himself upside the head. 

Despair turned right around and ate up all the hope in 
Dalton’s eyes. 

“Aw, damn. | didn’t mean—” Knowing that whatever he 
said would probably only make matters worse, Everett shut 
his mouth, cupped the back of Dalton’s head, and kissed 
him. Not hard, not demanding, but very soft, like an apology 
without words. 

Everett knew it was the right thing to do when Dalton 
relaxed against him. Still, Everett was afraid to leave him in 
such a tender state. 

“I’m not going anywhere.” Dalton locked his gaze on 
Everett’s. “Go wash up. ІЛІ be here when you get back.” 

Reluctantly, Everett left Dalton and moved toward the 
spring. He couldn’t stop himself from looking back. Each 
time he did, Dalton waved. When he reached the spring, he 
looked back one more time. Pure panic surged when he 
didn’t see Dalton anywhere. 


” 


Chapter Five 


As if the fires of hell were lapping at his heels, Everett ran 
back to the clearing. On the verge of screaming more 
pathetically than that broken-legged cow had earlier, he 
clamped his lips shut when Dalton came around from the 
edge of the wagon with two pans and a good hunk of beef in 
his hands. 

“You forget something?” Dalton asked. 

Standing there dumbstruck with relief, but loath to give 
away the depth of his feelings, Everett nodded. Calm and 
cool, he climbed up into the wagon and rummaged until he 
found some soap. He rubbed his face, felt about a mile of 
stubble, but he wasn’t about to shave in the dark and slit his 
throat. 

While telling himself that Dalton wasn’t about to run off, 
especially not when he didn’t have any boots, Everett 
returned to the spring. Stripping down, he climbed into the 
water, which was surprisingly warm. 

After cleaning his body, he pulled his filthy clothes into 
the water and gave them as good a scrubbing as he could. 
Maybe it was a blessing that it was dark. He really didn’t 
want to see how much filth came out of his clothes after all 
this time on the prairie. Since he wasn’t going anywhere for 
awhile, he decided to give his boots a cleaning, too. 

“Everett?” 

His heart gave a funny little jump when he heard Dalton’s 
voice. “Yeah?” 

“ІТ need some water.” 

“Well, come on over. I’ve got plenty.” 

Dalton slipped through the screen of trees. “I didn’t want 
to sneak up on you again.” 

“1 appreciate that.” A sliver of moon slipped out between 
the clouds. Silver light caused the clearing to glow and 


gleamed against the blond strands іп Dalton’s hair. If he 
were a more fanciful man, Everett might think Dalton was 
some kind of mythical creature, what with his stunning looks 
and odd way. Whatever he’d done to earn time with him, 
Everett was grateful. 

“Do you want me to help you scrub up?” 

Everett considered. “Naw. I’m appreciative of the offer, 
but if you get in here with me, І have a feeling we won't 
have supper until tomorrow morning.” 

“That would make it breakfast.” 

“Yep.” 

Dalton stood there for a while, watching Everett with his 
head tilted to the side. “You look different wet.” 

“No doubt!” Everett laughed. “Now that I’m no longer а 
dirty cowboy, you still gonna want to bunk down with me?” 

“Do you want me to?” 

“Hell yes | want you to!” Everett wondered how he could 
think otherwise after what they’d done in the back of the 
wagon. But then again, after being discarded, it was no 
wonder he was a mite insecure. “Why do you think I’m 
getting all gussied up?” 

The grin that transformed Dalton’s face caused Everett’s 
breath to catch. He’d never called another man pretty, but 
Dalton was a compelling combination of handsome and 
downright beautiful. 

Dalton filled two pans at the springhead where the water 
was clean then moseyed on back to camp. Watching his 
buttocks move below the tight-fitting pants caused a glut of 
dirty thoughts to fill Everett’s head. His body might be clean 
but his mind was filthy. Given how smooth and sweet 
Dalton’s cock had tasted, he couldn’t wait to lick him 
everywhere else. Everett wasn’t a betting man, but he’d lay 
odds that Dalton was just as perfect between his buttocks. 

If he’d never had his cock sucked, Everett figured Dalton 
had probably never done a lot of things, maybe even— 

“Whoa.” 


The soap shot right out of Everett’s clutching fist, making 
him scramble for it in the murky light. A virgin. Oh, lordy. 
What if Dalton was all pristine and untouched? Rising lust 
was tempered by a refusal to inflict any more pain on the 
man. If this was, in fact, Dalton’s first time, Everett swore to 
take the greatest care he could muster with him. 

Everett scrubbed and rubbed and rinsed. He couldn’t 
believe how much more human he felt after a good bath. 
Sort of like he was reborn. He was trying to remember the 
last time he’d washed up somewhere other than outdoors. 
And then he remembered. Just as quickly, he pushed the 
memory away. He’d promised himself that he wouldn’t think 
about his childhood or his father ever again. Keeping that 
deal with himself had been surprisingly easy. His father was 
a worthless cardsharp and floozy magnet. What he’d given 
Everett couldn’t rightly be called a home. It was just a 
rented room over a saloon. Still, it hurt like a son of a bitch 
when his father up and left him when Everett was just barely 
thirteen. A decade later and the pain still lingered. No 
wonder he and Dalton had connected so fast and furious— 
they both had a deep-seated fear of being left behind. 

No matter how much he told himself that Dalton wasn’t 
going anywhere, Everett couldn’t resist climbing out of the 
water just to make sure. Dripping and chilled by the light 
breeze that had picked up, Everett made his way to the 
edge of the trees. 

Dalton was hunkered down, feeding sticks into the fire 
while two pots simmered. Everett ducked back into the 
water before Dalton saw him. 

Damn. That was the problem with change. Good for one 
thing usually meant bad for another. It was good that he’d 
finally found what he’d been looking for all his life. Problem 
was, now that he had Dalton, he was terrified of losing him. 

Instinctively, he knew that if he tried to tie the man down 
and make him stay, he would lose him. Sure, Dalton had 


gripped up on him the way а burr clings to а pant leg, but 
that didn’t soothe Everett’s fears. 

Every good thing he’d ever had vanished. Good jobs, 
good places to stay, good friends—poof! Gone like money in 
a saloon. Just once he wanted something he could call his 
own. Something permanent. Something that he could 
treasure until the day he died. What he needed was the one 
thing he’d never done. He needed to put down roots. If he 
wanted Dalton to stay with him, he had to find them a place 
to stay together. 

Realizing he was as clean as he was ever going to be, 
Everett climbed out of the spring and swaddled the blanket 
around his dripping body. He wrung the water from his duds, 
hung them up to dry, wrapped the soap in his now clean 
kerchief, then ambled back to camp. 

“Sit.” Dalton pointed to crate he’d settled by the fire. He 
took the soap-wrapped bandana from Everett’s still-dripping 
hand. 

Feeling spoiled, Everett settled on the makeshift chair. He 
grinned when he saw Dalton testing one of the pots of 
water. 

“Your face hurt?” After getting a handful of his stubble, 
Everett had no doubt that the redness on Dalton’s face was 
the fault of his rough beard. 

“A bit.” Dalton smiled at him. “I thought if you were going 
to clean up, we should get you all the way there.” 

With the delicate touch of an experienced barber, Dalton 
Shaved him. Usually when he indulged himself with a paid 
Shave, he was as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full 
of rocking chairs, but with Dalton, he was utterly relaxed. 
The feel of his soapy fingers and the slick whisking of the 
blade was almost sensual. Dalton took his time, stroking 
over his neck, his cheeks, and even that notch right below 
his nose. If he noticed the scar under his chin, he didn’t ask 
after its cause, which Everett was glad for. He didn’t want to 
tell that story to him. 


When Dalton finished, he used the kerchief to wipe up the 
last of the lather, and then he leaned over and kissed him. 

“Better?” Everett asked. 

“Much.” Dalton kissed him again. And again. 

In short order, they discarded the shaving equipment and 
ended up with Everett leaning against the wagon and Dalton 
pressing close. 

When Dalton yanked away the blanket, Everett asked, 
“What about supper?” His nose twitched, and his belly 
rumbled. Whatever Dalton had made smelled better than 
anything he’d ever thrown together. On the other hand, 
having Dalton’s hands all over his face had stiffened his 
prick. Between his hunger for food and his craving for sex, 
Everett couldn’t decide which need was more pressing. 

“It'll keep for а minute.” Dalton palmed Everett’s prick. 

“A minute? Is that all this is gonna take?” 

“Probably.” Dalton dropped to his knees апа took 
Everett’s cock into his mouth. The wet heat of his tongue 
was a shocking contrast to the cool night air. 

“Whoa, slow down.” 

Firelight flickered over Dalton’s hair as his head bobbed, 
but rather than easing up, he tugged more firmly along 
Everett’s cock with his mouth. When he lifted his hands, 
encompassing Everett’s shaft and balls, Everett couldn’t 
even breathe the orgasm rose up so swiftly. 

“I—my God!” Before he even knew what hit him, he 
climaxed good, hard, and long. So stunned was he that 
Everett couldn’t even move. He sagged heavily against the 
wagon. 

When Everett looked down, Dalton met his gaze. While 
looking him right in the eye, Dalton did something with his 
tongue, a flicking motion, that caused one last twitch that 
milked him dry. 

Dalton pulled back, releasing Everett’s now-spent cock 
with a pop. He stood and then kissed him. 


Damn if he wasn’t right. The whole thing from start to 
finish had probably taken less than a minute. 


Chapter Six 


“I’ve never had a better meal.” Everett nestled into the 
makeshift bedroll next to Dalton. It was the first time he’d 
ever slept naked. “Stew, biscuits, and where did you learn to 
make coffee like that?” 

Dalton shrugged. 

Playing was fine, but Everett was getting worried that any 
personal type questions he asked got shuffled off or flat-out 
ignored. He wasn’t sure if Dalton was hiding something or if 
he was ashamed. 

“Did they hurt you before they left you?” He hadn’t seen 
a mark on him, but some hurts didn’t leave marks. 

Rather than answer, Dalton pushed him on his back. 

“Whoa, no, not again.” As much as he wanted to let this 
go right where it was bound to go, he knew he wouldn't feel 
right without a bit of jawing. “І want to talk to you.” 

With a huff of disappointment, Dalton rolled over onto his 
back. “Why can’t we talk tomorrow?” 

Everett couldn’t think of one good reason except his gut 
was telling him something wasn’t right. And if he didn’t 
figure out what was going on, he was going to either 
inadvertently hurt Dalton, or get hurt himself. 

“Tell me about yourself. Doesn’t have to be how you 
ended up here, just—something. Anything.” 

Beyond the canvas walls of the wagon, the fire was 
banked down low, mostly just coals now. There wasn’t 
hardly any light but what little bit of moonglow slipped 
through the clouds. All Everett could really see was the 
glittering of Dalton’s eyes, and the movement of his mouth. 
Everett could only see his lips because Dalton kept licking 
them, making them wet and shiny in the dark. Distracting as 
hell, but Everett was determined to set his gut, and his 
mind, to rest. Only a man with something to hide, or 


something һе was deeply ashamed about, keep so damn 
tight about himself. 

“Just tell me what you want me to say and I'll say it.” 
Dalton kept his gaze pinned to the arched roof above them. 

“І don’t want you to say nothing but the truth.” Everett 
traced his fingers up and down the length of Dalton’s arm. 
The тоге closed-lipped Dalton was, the тоге vocal 
Everett’s inner voice wanted to be. “What’s in your past 
that’s so all fire horrible?” 

“I don’t know. І don’t remember much of anything before І 
woke up and saw you.” 

Damn. Everett felt like a complete clod. He’d heard of 
folks being hit so hard the blow knocked the memory right 
out of their heads. No wonder Dalton wasn’t talking. He 
wasn’t hiding anything. He just didn’t remember. Everett’s 
inner voice promptly rolled over and went to sleep. 

“Aw hell, I’m sorry.” He pulled Dalton onto his chest. “Why 
didn’t you tell me that? | was all worried you were a bandit. 
Or something worse.” 

Dalton laughed. 

“And now you're laughing at me.” 

“Only because you're funny.” Dalton leaned up. “Look at 
me. Do | look like a bandit?” 

“No.” Cupping his chin, Everett turned his face this way 
and that as if examining him. “You look more like one those 
fine, upstanding city folk.” 

“But I’m lying down.” 

It was Everett’s turn to laugh. “You got a way with 
twisting my words around with your tongue.” 

“I’m good with my mouth.” Dalton leaned in close. 

“That you are.” Just thinking about what he’d done to 
him, twice, had Everett’s heart racing and his dick standing 
at attention. 

“І could do that again.” 

“How about | do unto you?” Easing him back, Everett 
resisted the urge to go fast and furious like they had every 


time so far. He felt badly for doubting Dalton. Maybe his not 
remembering might be for the best. A man couldn’t hurt 
over a wrong he didn’t know had been done to him. 

Dalton relaxed under Everett’s gently exploring hands. 

“You have the softest skin.” Everett kissed his shoulder 
then worked his way up to Dalton’s ear. Pulling the lobe into 
his mouth, he let go with a sigh. “And | swear you taste 
sweet.” 

“Sweet?” 

“Yeah. Not like sugar, but like...air. The way the air tastes 
in spring. Fresh, and a little warm, with a hint of heat to 
come.” That was what sparked him so hot about this man. 
There was fire in him. Even naked, Dalton looked city slick, 
but inside he was primitive, like the full-blown heat of 
summer. 

“Do you like when the wind blows?” Dalton’s voice was 
very soft, almost as soft as his skin, and quiet, like the first 
few drops of a storm. 

It was a curious question, but the way Dalton asked, the 
answer seemed deadly important to him. Everett kissed his 
neck while teasing his fingers around the very edge of his 
nipple without touching the most sensitive center. 

“I like it when the wind blows.” Everett lifted his finger 
and lowered it to a fraction above one straining nipple. 
“Today the wind cooled the sweat on my brow.” 

Dalton held his breath, waiting for contact. After a long 
time, Everett lowered his finger to his now sensitized nipple. 
Dalton gave a little jump, as if he’d been shocked, then he 
sighed and chuckled. 

“When | first saw you across the fire, | thought you would 
be rough and dirty, almost cruel in your passion.” Dalton 
lifted his hands above his head in a show of submission. 
“But you're not.” 

“No?” Everett licked his way around and around his 
nipple, upping the torment. “I think looks can be deceiving. | 
want to be all those things, but I’m holding back.” 


“Why?” 

“І don’t want to hurt you.” Everett had a feeling that 
Dalton had been hurt more than most men could bear. 
There was just something...fragile about him. Not feminine, 
because he wasn’t that at all, just something brittle. A good 
punch wouldn’t knock him down, but a harsh word, a cruel 
act—those would kill something that was just starting to 
grow. For about the first time ever, Everett wanted to 
protect someone other than himself. “І swear, | would kill 
anyone who tried to hurt you.” 

“You would?” Dalton lifted his hands higher above his 
head. 

“I would.” With lips, teeth, and tongue, Everett teased 
every inch of Dalton’s flesh, but for the one place he most 
wanted to go, the one place Dalton most wanted him to go. 
Avoiding his cock had Dalton thrashing side to side and 
moaning up a storm. 

“І thought you didn’t want to hurt me?” Dalton asked. 

“І ain’t. There’s a huge difference between driving a man 
to the edge of frustration and hurting him.” 

“My cock is so hard right now it’s starting to hurt.” 

“Yeah?” Everett chuckled against Dalton’s taut belly. 
“That’s just where | want you.” He looked up, but all he 
could see was a vague outline of Dalton’s hands above his 
head and his face tilted low. “All desperate and hungry and 
willing to do just about anything | say.” 

“Tell me what you want.” 

“І want you to hold very still.” 

“That’s not doing something,” Dalton groused. 

“If you don’t hold still, | can’t do what / want.” Everett 
eased himself between Dalton’s legs. As much as he wanted 
to fill him in one long thrust, he wouldn’t. Virgin or not, 
Dalton deserved to be touched with the greatest of care. 
Everett didn’t pamper him because of what someone else 
might have done to him. Everett took his time because he 
wanted to show Dalton how good they could be together. He 


wasn’t going to enter him until һе knew Dalton was good 
and ready. Preferably tossing, turning, and begging like he’d 
been earlier. 

Clearly anticipating penetration, Dalton gave a confused 
groan when Everett lifted his spread legs, and pushed on 
the back of his thighs until they were pressed almost 
against his chest. 

“What are you—oh.” 

As soon as Everett’s hot breath caressed Dalton’s parted 
cheeks, he stopped talking and he stopped squirming. 
Instead, he grabbed his own legs, right at the back of his 
knee, and held them up so Everett could focus all his 
attention on his ass. 


Chapter Seven 


Using only his breath, Everett held Dalton in thrall. He had 
yet to touch the now overly sensitive puckered flesh of 
Dalton’s bottom, but he was thinking he might not have to. 

“If you don’t calm down, you’re going to blow your load 
before we even get started.” Everett kept his mouth 
tantalizingly close while he spoke, which only ratcheted up 
the tension. Hell, if Dalton didn’t calm down, Everett feared 
they both were going to climax without a touch to their 
Shafts. 

Just when Dalton had endured about all he could, and was 
Surely convinced contact would never come, Everett 
lowered his head and flicked his tongue right across his 
hole. Damn it all if he didn’t taste sweet there, too. What 
was even sweeter was the sound Dalton made. High, 
breathless, and utterly enraptured, Dalton’s cry was just the 
kind of noise Everett had always wanted to compel from 
another. Emboldened, Everett licked him again, and again, 
until the sound he made was almost plaintive. 

“You like that?” 

“Yes,” Dalton said, holding himself wide, silently asking 
for more. 

Pleased, Everett licked him while easing his finger inside 
with plenty of slicking saliva. 

Dalton moaned so low and deep he almost shook the 
wagon. 

“You like that?” Everett eased another finger inside the 
tight ring of flesh. 

Dalton whimpered and spread his legs even wider. “І want 
you inside me.” 

That was exactly what Everett wanted to hear. He’d been 
afraid that whoever left him here had hurt him before 
dumping him off, but from the incredible tightness of him, 


he thought Dalton was a virgin. Anticipation caused quivers 
to prick across Everett’s flesh. Just the thought of filling his 
sweet, tight channel with his aching cock had him shaking. 
He’d longed before, and he’d been swamped with raging 
desire, but this was different. This feeling was just as 
powerful but kinder, gentler. He wanted Dalton completely 
but only if he was ready. 

“Please, Everett.” Holding his legs wide, Dalton lifted his 
head so һе could look down. “І want you hard and hot inside 
me.” 

When he was sure Dalton was good, wet, and ready, 
Everett rose up over him, balancing his weight on his arms. 
He angled his hips so his cock pressed right against his 
thoroughly teased hole. Slow-building tension had them 
both in a state of almost excruciating expectation. 

“Are you sure you're ready?” 

Dalton didn’t answer with words. He let go of his legs, 
wrapped them around Everett’s hips, and pulled him down. 

Everett’s cock slid into him as if their bodies belonged 
together. Dalton’s body was hot and crushed around his 
Shaft, clinging to his cock. 

“My God.” Everett lowered his lips to Dalton’s and kissed 
him. “I’ve never felt anything as good as you.” 

“Good?” 

“Beyond good.” Everett nuzzled his nose to Dalton’s. 
“Snug. Hot. Clutching around те so perfectly. You're 
everything I’ve ever wanted.” 

Even in the dark, Everett saw Dalton’s beaming smile. 

“You feel good inside me.” Dalton tightened his legs. 41 
thought it might hurt, but І feel only pleasure.” 

“That’s why І teased you so long.” Shaking his head, 
Everett kissed him then eased back. “I’m not gonna last.” 

“That’s okay, we can go again. And again.” Dalton kissed 
him so soundly he took his breath clean away. 

Everett had never felt anything as good as being balls 
deep inside this man. When Dalton’s cock smoothed against 


his belly, һе readjusted his opinion. This was the best 
feeling he’d ever had. Everett had thought that earlier he’d 
found blissful completion, but that was before he’d mounted 
Dalton. 

Dalton wrapped his strong legs around Everett and 
tightened his ass around his cock while their bellies worked 
against Dalton’s prick with each thrust that they made. 
What started slow turned frantic, and the more Everett tried 
to ease back, the more Dalton urged him to ride. 

“Fuck me, dirty cowboy.” Dalton gripped his legs tight 
around his hips. If he'd been wearing spurs, they would 
have dug right into Everett’s butt. As it was, Dalton was 
getting in some good urging flicks with his naked heels. 

“What'd you call me?” Rising up by extending his arms, 
Everett loomed over Dalton in the dark. 

“І called you a dirty cowboy.” Dalton stroked his hands up 
Everett’s arms. “Now prove me right.” 

“You want dirty? l'II show you dirty.” With a mighty flick of 
his hips, Everett thrust his cock deep into Dalton. 

“More, cowboy. Give me more.” 

Certain now that playing rough was exactly what Dalton 
wanted, Everett did his best to be the dirty cowboy his lover 
needed. While hissing raunchy words into Dalton’s ear, 
Everett fucked him so hard they slid the makeshift bedroll 
toward the front of the wagon. When continuing on would 
mean jamming Dalton’s head into a mound of gear, Everett 
stopped. 

“Don’t stop now!” Dalton let fly a string of profanity that 
damn near had Everett blushing. 

“Get on your knees.” Pulling out, Everett got Dalton 
turned around and bent over one of the barrels filled with 
salted meat. After ordering him to hang on, Everett lined up 
his cock, but he didn’t plunge inside, not just yet. Pale 
moonlight gave the inside of the wagon a milky-mud glow 
and allowed Everett to see how Dalton looked back over his 
shoulder, watching. 


“Spread your cheeks for me.” 

Reaching around, Dalton did as he was told. 

Everett slid back inside Dalton’s tight channel with a sigh 
that Dalton echoed. They picked up right where they had 
left off. The only problem was giving Dalton’s cock some 
attention. That problem was solved when Everett rested one 
hand on the barrel edge to steady the thing from rocking, 
and reached his free hand around Dalton’s hip and grasped 
his cock. 

“You're close,” Everett said, feeling the slickness at the 
crown of Dalton’s prick when he palmed him. “Don’t you 
come until І say.” 

Nodding agreement in time to Everett’s thrusts, Dalton 
braced himself against the barrel and the edge of the 
wagon. Frustrated at the way the barrel kept rolling and 
dislodging his rhythm, Dalton pushed away from that and 
grabbed the edge of the wagon with both hands. 

Riding him hard, using his grip on his cock to help keep 
Dalton’s hips at the perfect angle, Everett felt the inevitable 
rising up through his body. 

“І can’t hold on much longer.” Dalton’s grip on the edge 
of the wagon was so tight his fingers looked white even in 
the dark. 

“Come.” As soon as Everett spoke the word, they both 
erupted. They uttered simultaneous cries of release. When 
the last of the trembling thrusts left him, he gripped 
Dalton’s hips and pulled him against his chest. 

Kissing his ear, murmuring his name, Everett maneuvered 
their bodies down onto the bedroll. There was something 
jammed into his hip, but he didn’t care. His body was spent, 
he had Dalton in his arms, and no matter what came at 
them tomorrow, they’d face it together. 


Chapter Eight 


Morning came and went, but they didn’t leave the shelter 
of the wagon until midday. Huddled together against the 
chill wind that drove sheets of rain, the only thing Everett 
had left their bed for was to retrieve his clothing and boots 
in the wee hours of the morn. If he’d left them out, they 
never would have dried. 

Dalton suggested they make a name for themselves as 
the first naked cowboys, but Everett shook his head. 

“І don’t want that kind of notoriety.” 

“You don’t want to be famous?” 

“Nope.” 

Curled onto his belly, with his head cradled by his crossed 
arms, Dalton grinned at him. “What do you want?” 

Lying on his back, Everett propped himself up a bit higher 
by stuffing his mostly dried pants behind his head. Не'а 
never really thought about what he wanted. All he knew was 
what he didn’t want. Now, though, with Dalton in the 
picture, the possibilities were staggering. Still, without even 
giving the matter a tremendous amount of consideration, 
Everett thought he knew what he wanted, now that he had 
what he’d been looking for. 

“I want a homestead. Somewhere in the middle of 
nowhere. A place where...” And here Everett trailed off. 
What if he spilled his heart only to find that his dream 
wasn’t Dalton’s? 

“Where what?” 

“Doesn't have to be in the middle of nowhere, | guess. 
Just a place where | can live without having to explain 
myself to others. Where І can be at peace.” 

“Га like that, too.” 

Dalton’s words eased the tightness in Everett’s chest. 


“So...” Everett started then corralled himself. He wanted 
to get things straight between them, but he didn’t want to 
seem clinging. 

“So?” Dalton prompted. 

Cautiously, feeling his way along, Everett asked, “That 
mean you апа І might stay together?” Damn. He sounded 
like he wanted to slap a brand on the man and claim 
ownership. And he did, but he didn’t want to scare him off. 
Just because the man had a moment of weakness and 
begged him to stay right where they were didn’t mean he 
would follow Everett anywhere he went. People said things 
in the heat of the moment that they ended up regretting. 

“I told you that you and | have been seeking. Now we’ve 
found. What makes you think after all that | want to go back 
to bitter loneliness?” 

“Well, hell, when you put it like that...” Everett trailed off 
this time because he leaned over to kiss Dalton. 

Sweet and tender turned rough and demanding mighty 
fast. For a brief moment, he wondered if it would always be 
like this—crazy and fierce—or if they would eventually settle 
down. Not too much, but maybe just a bit so his cock 
wouldn’t get chapped from too much attention. Not that he 
minded so much. Not when the payoff was so spectacular. 

When the storm passed and the sun came out, they left 
the wagon to make some grub, wash up in the spring, and 
debate where they were headed. Dalton insisted he wanted 
to stay right where they were, but Everett knew others 
would come. The greener cottonwood trees in a landscape 
of mostly dried vegetation were a big calling card that water 
was here. 

“This spot is an oasis, which, like most things, means 
good and bad.” 

“How so?” 

“Well,” Everett said, settling back, “it’s good because 
there’s water and all we need to be happy here, but bad 


because other people will come. There is по way to stop 
them, not when we couldn’t lay claim to this land.” 

After a long debate, a smattering of sexual persuasion, 
and a last night in the sweet spot, they decided to push 
onward to the next cow town, whichever one that might be. 
It would be nice to make it to Abilene, but he had no idea 
how far away Kansas was. 

Everett had heard of some government act that would 
give them the rights to a good chunk of land if they just 
lived on it for a few years. With his seemingly endless 
drifting, Everett welcomed the idea of staying put. As a 
bonus, they had a good deal of what they needed to get 
started. A wagon, oxen, and a horse. With a winter’s work in 
some town, they could get themselves fully outfitted to start 
homesteading in earnest come spring. 

“But why can’t we go now?” 

“Ain’t you the impatient one!” Everett had the itch to go 
now, too, but he was nothing if not practical. “We need 
supplies, and | don’t have the money to get us all what we 
need.” 

First things first, they had to get to a town big enough to 
find work. Everett had skill as a ranch hand, but most of 
those jobs dried up in the winter. He could work as a 
blacksmith, and they thought Dalton would make a fine 
barber. It would be tough going at first, but if they were 
willing to work hard, and save everything they could, they 
could be on their own land come spring. 

“At the latest I’m thinking middle of summer.” That was 
the cutoff as they would need time to build a place to get 
them through the winter. 

“We could just live in the wagon,” Dalton suggested. 

“Naw. Further north we go, the colder it gets come winter. 
This is fine for now, but I’d like а cozy home with a fireplace, 
and a bed, and maybe a table to toss you over when I’m 
feeling frisky.” 

“Well,” Dalton drawled. “I can’t argue with that.” 


“Sure you could.” Everett grasped his hands. “And | could 
persuade you again.” 

After another lengthy debate that was more physical than 
verbal, they washed up, and then they loaded up the 
wagon, which Dalton had thoughtfully organized. 

“We're ready?” 

Dalton looked back at the spring. He sighed heavily then 
nodded definitively. “We're ready.” 

They set off. The oxen pulled and his horse, tethered to 
the back of the wagon, followed behind. He and Dalton rode 
on the tiny wagon seat. It was a tight fit, forcing them to sit 
with their sides touching, but neither of them minded. The 
only problem was that proximity caused rising tension. Twice 
they had to pull off the main trail and then slake their 
passions. 

What made things almost unbearably sweet for Everett 
was that this was the first time he had a true partner. Dalton 
wasn’t just a man he sought for sexual pleasure. Dalton was 
his companion, his lover, and his friend all rolled up into 
one. Everett didn’t think he could be any happier if he tried. 

Blazing sun ate up the water from the rain. By midday, 
Everett would have sworn summer came back for a second 
visit. He lifted his hat and wiped the sweat off his brow. They 
were going to be welcoming the nightly cool-off this 
evening. Traveling with Dalton was a lot more pleasant than 
going alone. They didn’t talk much, but it was nice to have 
someone to see what he saw. Marveling at the curious alone 
was boring, but with Dalton, it was high entertainment. 
Dalton had a way with words and a way of looking at the 
world that renewed Everett’s somewhat jaded interest. 
Things just looked different to him now. Dalton faced 
everything with an openness, a breezy spirit that Everett 
admired. Even the fact that the man had no boots didn’t 
bother him. 

“It’s not like I’m walking anywhere. ІЛІ get a pair at the 
next town.” 


Dalton had found а few items in the wagon they could 
trade, and Everett had some money. All in all, he felt like the 
richest man in the world. Money wasn’t everything. There 
was a lot to be said for finding the answer to that gnawing 
longing that had always plagued him. 

But like always, good for one meant bad for another. Just 
when he thought things couldn’t get any better, they up and 
got a hell of a lot worse. 


Сһаргег Міпе 


Everett hoped the dot on the horizon was moving away 
from them, but it wasn’t. Whoever the rider might be, he 
was coming right at them. When the shape clarified into a 
man on horseback, his hackles rose. All the sweat on his 
body went suddenly cold. He shivered. A lone rider in the 
middle of nowhere? Either the man was a scout for a larger 
group, he’d befallen a fate worse than Everett’s, ог he was a 
no-good scoundrel. 

Knowing his luck, Everett had a feeling it was the latter. 
Now that he’d found exactly what he wanted, he wasn’t all 
that surprised someone showed up to take it away. 
Difference was, this time, he would fight tooth and nail to 
keep what he considered his. Before, letting go was always 
easier. Letting go and walking away became a way of life. 

But not this time. 

Everett could wait until the man made a move to know 
there was a problem, but his gut churned with knowing, and 
that inner voice woke up and started whispering fast and 
furious into his head. Everett wasn’t a prognosticator by any 
stretch, but he knew when something felt off. This situation 
felt a hundred kinds of wrong. 

Dalton saw the man, too, but made no outward reaction. 
Everett would have told him to get his gun ready, just in 
case, but his guns were long gone. The thieves who'd taken 
off with the cattle had taken off with the weapons, too. All 
Everett and Dalton had were their fists. 

“You know how to fight?” 

Dalton nodded. 

“We may not have to,” Everett said hopefully. 

“I think we will.” Dalton kept his gaze dead ahead. 
“Seems | always have to fight. Or run.” Dalton gave him a 
measured look. “And | am damn sick of running.” 


His words so closely mirrored Everett’s thoughts һе 
shivered. They were two peas in a pod. A strange thought 
crossed Everett’s mind. He tried to shake it, but the thing 
clung like a burr to his gray matter. In the end, he asked, 
“You know this man?” 

“No more than | know any other man.” 

A normal response would be a simple no. That Dalton 
replied in such a way caused Everett’s hackles to rise even 
higher. There was something about the tone of Dalton’s 
voice and the flat look in his eye that scared the sinner right 
out of Everett. If he were a praying man, he would have 
offered up a quick one to the man upstairs, but he’d never 
been religious, and he didn’t think God would listen to the 
desperate plea of a fallen man. 

The closer the lone rider came, the tighter Dalton’s 
posture became. By the time the man was but a few yards 
in front of them, Dalton was so taut one good clap on the 
back would propel him off the wagon like a bow shot. He 
damn near toppled forward when Everett stopped the oxen. 

As much as he wanted to keep plowing forward, he knew 
that would only aggravate the situation. Cleverly, the man 
had placed himself dead in their path. Loose sand lined one 
side of the trail and a ditch lined the other. If they tried to 
move aside, they’d likely get stranded. Everett knew the 
man had timed his arrival to get them to this spot. 

Now the man’s indistinct features became clear. He was 
tall in the saddle of a roan horse. Grit made him look 
swarthier than he was. At one time, his hat had been light 
brown, but now it was so caked with sweat and dust it was 
almost black. His eyes were shifty, his clothing was as 
battered as his hat, and the cruel slash of his lips indicated 
a man who only smiled when he was hurting another. In his 
hand, lying loosely across his lap, was a gun. Everett 
couldn’t tell what kind the pistol was, but he figured it didn’t 
much matter. If it was loaded, and the man was a half- 
decent shot, he could ventilate them in quick order. 


“І don’t want no trouble,” the тап said. 

Everett’s heart sank. If this man was just a scout or a man 
traveling the other way, he would just tip his hat and toss a 
greeting. The only man who said he didn’t want trouble was 
a man aiming to make some. 

“Fine by us,” Everett offered evenly. 

“Toss out your weapons.” 

“Аіп' got none.” Everett showed his empty hands. 

Dalton shrugged but kept his hands in his lap. 

The man’s eyes narrowed. He looked them over real 
careful like, but what seemed to sell him on the idea was 
Dalton’s bare feet. 

“Where are your boots, boy?” Gone was the suspicious 
frown. In its place bloomed a cruel grin. Just as Everett 
predicted, he only smiled when he was picking on another. 
This man looked a lot like the man who had put the scar 
under Everett’s chin. That bully had the same twisted smile 
that didn’t indicate a welcome, but a show of aggression. “l 
asked where are your boots, boy?” 

Dalton shrugged. 

“Ya mute, boy?” The man lifted the gun, pointing it 
casually at Dalton. 

To Everett the barrel looked enormous. Wide and long, a 
barrel like that had bullets that could rip a hole in them big 
enough to stand in. Everett’s heart pounded so hard his 
vision wobbled. He wanted to reach out and clasp Dalton’s 
hand, but he didn’t dare move a muscle. 

“We ain’t got no money. If you want some grub, we’re 
happy to share, but that’s about all we got,” Everett said, 
hoping to draw the man’s attention off Dalton. What he’d 
said was no lie. Everett would give him everything he had if 
he could just walk away with Dalton. 

“Not surprising, considering the man don’t have any 
boots.” 

At that, Everett thought that maybe their sad state would 
set the man’s sights on the next target. 


“Go ahead and climb down off of there.” 

No such luck. Seemed he was hell-bent on taking what 
little they did have. Everett kept his face impassive as he 
considered. In order to take their wagon, this man would 
have to tie off his horse to the back, and climb up. When he 
did, he’d be vulnerable. That would be the time to make 
their move. Without the wagon for travel and shelter, they 
wouldn’t last two days out here. Just when he was thinking 
the two of them had an advantage against the lone 
gunman, three more dots came over the horizon. Everett’s 
hopes sank. 

Gingerly, Dalton climbed out of the wagon. On the verge 
of joining him, Everett stopped cold. 

“What are you doing, boy?” 

Everett would have asked the question, too, but he didn’t 
want to make a tense situation any more confusing than it 
already was. Instead, he just watched and wondered. 

Button by button, Dalton unfastened his shirt from neck 
to navel. When he was done, he lifted his shoulders and let 
the shirt slide off his arms. Before the garment had even 
touched the ground, he set to work unfastening his trousers. 

In the bright sunlight, Dalton’s pale flesh seemed even 
more fragile. Without the protection of clothing, the sun 
would turn his hide to leather in half a day. 

“I’m not interested in—shit.” The man cast his gaze over 
his shoulder, obviously worried about what his companions 
would make of this development. When he looked back 
around, Dalton was as naked as the day he was born. 

If not for the dire situation, Everett might have gotten 
hard at the sight of Dalton’s perfectly proportioned body. As 
it was, his dick remained as soft as his brain. He had no idea 
what Dalton was up to. If he had a grand plan, Everett was 
happy to go along, but at the moment he was flummoxed. 

“Get your clothes back on!” the gunman hissed, pointing 
at the pile of clothes with his gun. “Back on now, or ІЛІ-” 


Не never got to finish. What happened next ripped the air 
out of both their lungs. One moment Dalton was standing 
there naked as the day is long, and then all of a sudden he 
just went poof! 

Rubbing his eyes, Everett realized he hadn’t disappeared 
50 much as he seemed to have turned into a pile of dust. 
Fine, soft dirt covered the abandoned clothing. Just like the 
sinking soft earth he’d found all over and around Dalton as 
he lay half in the spring. 

Everett and the gunman exchanged glances. 

When Everett looked back, the pile of dust was swirling. 

Around and around in an ever widening circle, the dust 
turned, picking up more of the loose dirt alongside the trail. 
Each pass caused the cone of dust to grow in height and 
width. Everett had seen his fair share of dust devils dancing 
across the prairie, but he’d never seen one behave like this. 

Startled, the gunman’s horse neighed and backed up, 
almost dislodging him. No matter what the man did, he 
couldn’t calm his ride. Іп the end, the man yanked on the 
reins, turned his mount, and compelled the creature to run. 
Everett figured the only reason his oxen didn’t react is they 
couldn’t see what was happening, not facing forward with 
their eyes shielded by the rigging. 

As crazy as it seemed, Everett knew the dust devil was 
Dalton. In his heart, he knew Dalton would not turn on him. 
But if they got out of this mess, and it looked like they 
might, Everett had a rapidly growing list of questions he 
wanted to ask. Frankly, he figured they would spend the rest 
of the journey in deep discussion. 

As the dust devil swept around, picking up more dirt, it 
grew wider and taller. By the time the gunman had caught 
up to his cohorts, Dalton had grown into a veritable spout of 
spinning earth. Squinting against the flying grit, Everett 
watched as he moved toward the four men. 

A surge of dread welled up in Everett’s chest when they 
all drew their guns and fired shot after shot right into the 


core of the swirling dirt. Nothing happened. It kept right on 
spinning and moving toward them. Panicked, the men 
holstered their weapons, yanked their horses around, and 
ran. 

Everett whooped and hollered, urging Dalton on. 

Over the rise the four men went. Close on their heels, 
Dalton followed. When they all disappeared from his vision, 
Everett realized he had to get a move on to catch up. With 
gentle urging, the oxen returned to their steady, lumbering 
pace. 

Time stretched on forever. Everett kept expecting the 
dust devil to come back, but the horizon remained empty. 
Behind him, the sun was setting, turning the prairie blazing 
orange. 

Anticipation caused him to stand as he rode up the short 
hill. What he saw at the top dropped him in his seat. 


Chapter Теп 


Nothing. 

He saw absolutely nothing. 

The prairie was empty for miles. He didn’t see the men. 
He didn’t see the dust devil. All he saw was a whole lot of 
nothing. 

Darting his gaze this way and that, Everett realized that 
what seemed flat, wasn’t. There were ditches, hills, valleys, 
and hollows. If the men were smart, Everett figured they 
had broken off the main trail and scattered in four 
directions. One dust devil couldn’t follow four tracks, but he 
didn’t think Dalton would pursue them. All they wanted was 
to be left alone. Once the men got to running, Dalton should 
have stopped chasing. 

That seemed logical. 

But then, why hadn’t Dalton returned to him? 

His heart caught. 

Who knew what happened to Dalton’s thinking when he 
shifted form? What if he had stopped chasing but was 
around here, somewhere, covered in dust and unable to 
move like he had been at the spring? Not knowing anything 
about what happened to him after changing meant Everett 
was utterly baffled by the fallout. Had he just drifted away? 
Or had Dalton settled back into a pile of soft dust waiting for 
the wind to come again? 

“Calm down. Won't be a lick of good to no опе if you 
panic.” 

Everett didn’t even care that he was talking to himself. 
Right now, he needed the support. Otherwise, he might just 
start screaming and never stop. How could the fates be so 
cruel as to give him a taste of happiness then just yank 
everything away? What sin had he committed to deserve 
such harsh treatment? 


Again, it was just ас he’d always said. Good for one meant 
bad for another. It was good that Dalton had scared the men 
off so they could live and keep what little they had, but bad 
that it had apparently cost Everett his companion. Everett 
was grateful to be alive, but he wasn’t going to have much 
of a life without Dalton. 

Everett found a road leading off the main so he moved 
the wagon over. Once he had things settled, he saddled up 
his horse, and set off along the main trail. 

Night was falling, but Everett was determined to find 
Dalton. He kept his gaze along the ground, looking for a 
dust devil track. When he found a long, deep line in the dirt, 
he urged his horse to follow. As the track narrowed, he 
slowed his mount. Just about the last thing he wanted to do 
was run over Dalton. The darker it got, the harder it would 
be to see him if he were covered with dust, like he had been 
at the spring. 

Step by step he moved along, but the track he’d been 
following just petered out. He climbed off his horse and 
continued on foot. When he found nothing, he moved back 
to where the trail ended and tried a different direction. 
Methodically, Everett made a wagon wheel of spokes out in 
every direction from where he’d tied up his horse. 

Over and over he shuffled slowly through the area until he 
was exhausted. The night was pitch-black without a bit of 
moon to help him search. His hopes were utterly dashed. If 
Dalton were here, he would have found him by now. 

“Dalton!” 

He called until his voice grew rough, but still, he would 
not give up. Calling and slowly moving through the brush, 
he continued his search in the dark. 

In the wee hours of the morn, the crescent moon rose, 
giving him some light to work with. He now moved in a 
Spiral around the focal point of the ended dust devil track. 
Around and around he walked until he wanted to vomit from 
dizziness and fear. 


Finally, at long last, frustrated, dehydrated, апа 
emotionally broken, Everett slumped to his knees and wept. 


Chapter Eleven 


Everett awoke with a start. He winced when he opened 
his eyes and looked up into the sun. 

“Damn it!” 

He shook the dust from his hat, plopped it on his head, 
then checked his surroundings. 

His horse was still standing where he’d tied him off. When 
he rose onto his unsteady legs, he discovered his wagon 
was right where he’d left it. The only thing missing was the 
most important one. Dalton. 

Dry and hot, the land around him taunted him all day with 
the almost constant birth of dust devils. Atop his mount, he 
chased them down until, much like Dalton had, they simply 
disappeared. When night came ‘round again, he cared for 
the animals, ate a bit of food, then bunked down in the back 
of the wagon. 

For three days he followed this pattern. As darkness crept 
across the land on the end of the third day, Everett 
suspected that he’d gone loco. Hell, he’d been out here 
wildly chasing wind through the prairie, and what did he 
have to show for his efforts? Nothing but crisp, sun-baked 
Skin. 

Everett became convinced that there never was a man 
with him, and there never were four bad men on horseback. 
He’d made it all up. He confirmed his self-diagnosis when he 
went back along the main road but couldn’t find the pile of 
clothing that Dalton had taken off. When he searched for 
horse tracks, he found plenty, but he’d also been riding 
around in the area for three days. 

Disheartened, he climbed up into the wagon and his heart 
lifted a bit at how neatly the gear was organized, proof that 
Dalton had been here. But just as swiftly as he thought this, 
he frowned. He’d been at the spring for awhile. Had he 


arranged everything and just forgotten? The last few days 
were a blur in his mind. 

When he sifted through the gear looking for the extra 
clothing that he had given to Dalton, he found two extra 
shirts and one pair of pants. Sitting there, touching the 
garments, didn’t help him recall if he’d had more clothing to 
begin with, or if this was what he’d had when the ill-fated 
journey began. 

“I’m just too tired to remember.” And his inner voice 
remained remarkably silent. 

He tossed the clothing aside then carefully put them back 
in the place he’d gotten them from. If Dalton had arranged 
this, he didn’t want to mess things up. Crud. He couldn’t 
even decide if he was crazy or not. The only thing Everett 
knew for certain was that he needed food and sleep, pretty 
much in that order. 

After building a small fire, he discovered the meat he’d 
cut from the downed cow had gone bad. He dug a hole in 
the sand and dropped it down, burying the rotting meat 
within the canvas to minimize the smell. Crazy or not he 
didn’t want to attract coyotes. 

He made a basic stew with dried meat and trail biscuits 
that were hard as rocks but passable when he dunked them 
into the soup, and afterward he made coffee. The only 
sounds on the prairie were him and crickets. 

For a brief moment while eating dinner, Everett thought 
he wasn’t crazy because he remembered how good Dalton’s 
cooking had been. Not once in his life had he ever made 
anything as tasty as the soup Dalton made. But again, the 
joy he felt was fleeting. If he hallucinated a lover, then 
imagining a fantastic meal wouldn’t be all that difficult. 

As far as Everett could tell, there was no way to prove or 
disprove Dalton’s existence. None that he could think of, at 
any rate. Disheartened, he doused the fire and crawled into 
the wagon. 


He woke up іп the middle of the night, eyes and ears 
wide. Senses straining, Everett thought he heard growling, 
but it was only the far-off rumbling of a storm. He’d just 
barely poked his head out when thunder cracked above him. 
The boom was so loud he almost jumped out of his skin. 

Everett wasn’t a pansy, but he’d never liked thunder and 
lightning. Rain was fine, but when the sky lit up and the 
heavens growled, he went right back to his miserable 
childhood. When he’d been young апа afraid, his father had 
laughed and teased him incessantly, which only increased 
his terror. Full grown and those words still echoed in his 
mind. Worse, they still had the power to hurt. 

Deciding that he’d feel better if he had some light, he 
carefully lit one of the lanterns, then hung it up. Fearful of 
wasting the valuable fuel and unsure when he’d be able to 
replenish his supplies, he turned the flame down just about 
as low as he could without snuffing it. 

He knew sleep wasn’t likely to come for awhile, so he 
settled himself on his back, and whistled. Rain plinked 
against the oiled canvas above him, giving him a drumbeat. 
Eventually the storm picked up, and rather than gentle 
drops, the clouds doused him with sheets of water. He 
couldn’t see anything beyond the wagon. The night was 
cold, and dark, and spooky. He whistled a livelier tune, 
hoping to drive away his foreboding, but then he worried 
that he was calling all the wandering spirits to him. 

“You're very good at that.” 

Everett shot up to his feet and smacked his head into one 
of the wooden wagon arches. Dropping to his knees, he 
briskly rubbed his head. Soon enough a knot the size of an 
egg would form, but he didn’t really care. 

“Dalton?” Not trusting his vision, he rubbed his eyes and 
looked again. Dalton was still there, standing at the end of 
the wagon, soaking wet and grinning like a devil. 

“You know my name.” 


“Course | know your name!” Everett refrained from 
launching himself out of the wagon. “You real?” 

Dalton tilted his head and touched himself. “І think | ат 
real.” 

Just like at the spring, Dalton’s mode of speech was odd 
and his behavior curious. Everett figured it must have 
something to do with his amazing ability. 

“Where the hell have you been? I’ve been all over this 
stinking desert and—” Everett cut himself off when Dalton 
just stood there, staring at him, with the most baffled 
expression on his face. 

“You're not happy to see me?” Dalton turned as if to go, 
which drove Everett out of the wagon and straight into his 
arms. 

“Course І'т glad to see you!” 

When Dalton embraced him, it was like finding the home 
he’d never had. 

Thunder clapped above their entwined bodies, but this 
time, Everett wasn’t afraid. He kept right on kissing Dalton 
until the rain soaked him through. 

“Damn, where’s my head at? You must be freezing.” It 
cost him just about all his willpower to release Dalton, but 
he did, and helped him up into the wagon. 

Once he’d settled him in with the lone blanket around his 
shoulders, food in his belly, and about a hundred touches to 
ensure he was real, Everett peeled off his own soaked duds. 

Shivering, he joined Dalton under the cover. 

“Ah, you’re good and warm.” Everett didn’t want to chill 
him again with his cold body, but Dalton didn’t seem to 
mind. In fact, within minutes of twining together, they were 
pushing the cover back from all the heat they generated. 

After a round of frantic sex that left them sweaty and 
weak, they lay together with Dalton’s head on Everett’s 
chest. Never, not once in his life, had he ever felt perfectly 
meshed with another. Dalton’s body responded to his touch 
with a synchronicity that was mind-bending. His body did 


the same for Dalton’s touch. As much as һе just wanted to 
Snuggle in and sleep, he needed to know more about 
Dalton’s startling ability. 

“So, tell me, how does it work?” 

“І don’t rightly know.” While he spoke, Dalton traced his 
finger along Everett’s chest hair. 

“You have this skill, and you don’t know nothing about it?” 
Everett paused. “Or do you just not trust me enough to tell 
me.” 

Up Dalton’s head came. “If І didn’t trust you, І wouldn’t 
have shifted to save you.” 

“Good point.” Chagrined, Everett kissed the tip of 
Dalton’s nose. 

“| don’t remember how it started. Honestly | don’t. But | 
think it had something to do with avoiding being hit.” 

Everett tensed. 

“Relax, it was a long time ago.” 

“How old are you?” 

“І was twenty-three the day | realized | could do this 
curious thing, if the conditions were right.” Dalton paused. 
“What year і5 it?” 

“1877.” 

There was a long pause while Dalton figured the numbers. 
“Oh, my. I’m quite a bit older than you.” 

But he wouldn’t say exactly how much older. Not that 
Everett was worried about that. While Dalton spoke, Everett 
sifted his fingers through his hair. Even damp, the strands 
were amazingly soft. 

“There’s a catch, though, to this ability. Once | shift, | 
forget that | was ever human. | just go until the heat abates, 
and then І drop into dust, waiting for the heat to return.” 

“What pulls you out of dust form?” 

“Water.” Dalton chucked his chin to the downpour 
outside. “1 was settled in for the night when the rain started. 
| can stay in that form if | wish, but something was telling 


me to turn.” He lifted his head until their gazes locked. “І 
missed you.” 

“Did you now?” 

Dalton nodded. “I shifted, and of course | couldn’t 
remember anything, which is another reason | don’t shift 
often.” 

“It wipes your memory away?” 

Dalton nodded. “І remember. Eventually.” 

“That’s why at the spring your behavior was so curious. | 
thought whoever left you there had beaten you.” Everett left 
off that he’d been afraid they’d done something much 
worse to him. 

“That spring damn near killed me.” Dalton sat up but 
turned so they were facing each other in the flickering light. 
“I hit it, and it started to pull те іп. The only way to save 
myself was to shift.” 

“But why were you just laying there?” 

“It had been years since my last shift, and | couldn’t 
remember how to be human.” 

“Why were only your feet in the water?” 

“I kept my feet in the water to prevent me from shifting 
back. | wanted to try to remember my history.” 

“Did you?” 

“Not right away, not until | was with you for awhile. When 
| did remember, | realized | didn’t want to.” 

“Bad memories?” 

“Beatings, hatred for being different. That ever happen to 
уои?” 

Nodding slowly, Everett understood exactly what һе 
meant. “There was a feller in San Antonio who seemed 
interested in me. He was always smiling and seemed, 
encouraging, | guess. And so one night, when things were 
quiet, he and | went for a walk. Not too far, just a ways into 
the woods. He was aggressive with me, and talked dirty, 
which І liked, but when І asked him to give back to me, he 


” 


beat me senseless.” Tilting his head back, Everett pointed to 
the scar under his chin. “He wore a ring that left that mark.” 

“I’m sorry he hurt you.” Dalton leaned up and kissed the 
scar. 

“You're sweet.” Everett kissed the tip of Dalton’s nose. 
“But that man taught me to be leery of men who seem too 
welcoming.” 

“| learned that, too.” Dalton rubbed his cheek against 
Everett. “Like you, | was always longing for someone to be 
with, but finding only heartless men who would use me and 
then cast me aside.” 

“What made you come back to me?” 

“І shifted without knowing why, and then І saw your light. 
Something warm filled my chest, so | moved toward that 
glow. When | heard you whistling, my body shivered, and 
then | saw your face.” Dalton cupped his chin. “I 
remembered watching you chasing dust devils and wanting 
to go near you, but | was confused.” 

“Confused by what?” 

“Wanting you when as a dust devil | want for nothing.” 

“І thought І had gone mad and imagined you.” 

“І thought that, too.” 

They made a lazy kind of love then slept entwined. After 
dawdling іп the morning, giving the land time to dry out and 
warm up from the rain, they finally set off. 

Each night when then stopped, Everett built the fire, 
Dalton cooked, and together they rolled around in the back 
of the wagon. Where before Everett hated traveling, he 
didn’t mind so much with Dalton. They fell into an easy 
rhythm, spending most of their time in companionable 
silence. 

After standing to get the lay of the land, Dalton settled 
into the seat next to Everett. “Looks like a town up ahead.” 

“Finally!” Everett had had enough of the lonesome prairie 
to last a lifetime. “A bath, good eats, and a real bed.” 


Dalton nodded excitedly. “Although, to be fair, | don’t 
mind my dirty cowboy.” 

Everett got a little lost whenever Dalton looked at him like 
that. And his chest felt funny. All tight and loose at the same 
time, like his body just couldn’t make up its mind about how 
it felt. 

When they climbed to the top of the gentle hill, Everett 
saw the town іп the distance, but a lone man stood іп the 
middle of the trail, blocking the way. It was the same 
gunslinger who had accosted them before. 

“Been waiting for you two to show up.” He spit a big wad 
of brown into the dirt. All Everett’s hopes and dreams for a 
happy life splattered like the wad of tobacco juice. “That 
trick you pulled”—he pointed his gun at Dalton—“caused my 
companions to leave me, which cost me my livelihood. So 
уе been staying at that Podunk town.” Using the gun, һе 
pointed over his shoulder in the general direction of the 
town. “I’ve been coming out here everyday so І could thank 
you boys right proper.” He spat another giant wad into the 
dust and Everett caught a strong stench of whisky. “For what 
you did to me, I’m going to take everything you have, 
including your lives.” 

Before Dalton could shift, the man lifted and emptied his 
gun. The shots were so loud it was as if someone had 
clapped his ears. Blood splattered up from Dalton’s chest, 
and Everett tried to reach out to help him, but his arms 
wouldn’t work right. 

Baffled, Everett looked to the spot right over his heart. A 
huge, red-rimmed hole decorated the front of his shirt and 
burrowed right into his chest. Marveling that there was no 
pain, Everett just sat staring at his chest. There was no pain 
at all. He was going to die, and it wasn’t going to hurt. But 
then he looked at Dalton. All the things they’d never get to 
do, the words they’d never get to say, the fun they’d never 
get to have—that squeezed his heart hard. That’s what hurt. 
Everett toppled forward out of the wagon seat. He would 


have fallen into the rigging, but һе grasped the edge апа 
landed on the side. 

When he looked up, he saw Dalton flying out of the wagon 
seat. He landed on the ground beside him. A look of horror 
ate up the beauty of Dalton’s face as he considered 
Everett’s wounds while completely ignoring his own. Shortly 
thereafter fury twisted Dalton’s features into something 
truly demonic. This time Dalton didn’t bother to take off his 
clothes. The garments ripped off him as he transformed. 

Whatever glee Everett felt at watching Dalton twirl after 
the gunman was lost when Everett realized his life was 
slipping away. Red rivers poured off his body to make little 
lakes in the dust. The longer he watched, the more the gray 
crushed in around his vision. His only regret was that he 
hadn’t told Dalton he loved him. 

With the expertise of a man cutting a steer from the herd, 
dust devil Dalton plucked the gunman from his horse, lifted 
him into the air, then threw him down to the ground. His 
mount bolted toward town unhurt, but the man would not 
be so lucky. Over and again Dalton picked him up and 
Slammed him down until his body gave with the floppiness 
of a wet rope. Only then did Dalton stop. 

Shrinking down into a cone about the length of Everett’s 
hand, Dalton whisked over to where Everett lay. 

“І just wanted to say that | love you. Never told a soul 
that. | don’t even know if you can understand me.” 

Dalton spun up his arm, which tickled despite the pain. As 
he traced over his chest, Everett breathed in the dust that 
Dalton kicked up. He wondered if he was breathing in bits of 
Dalton. He thought that if he was, that was a good thing, so 
he would take a bit of Dalton with him wherever he went in 
the great beyond. When he coughed, blood and air burbled 
out the holes in his chest. Settling right over the topmost 
hole, Dalton spun faster and faster until blood was lifted up 
into his inverted cone. 


Baffled, а few breaths from death, Everett wasn’t sure 
what Dalton was trying to do. Kiss him good-bye, maybe, or 
get as close as he could to try to hold him in the only way a 
dust devil could. When Everett felt Dalton twirling down into 
his chest, he wanted to scream with the pain, but nothing 
came out. The deeper Dalton went, the smaller his cone 
became. When Dalton was gone, darkness swept over 
Everett’s eyes. 


Chapter Twelve 


There was a long time of not knowing where he was or 
even what he was. Everett was formless and free, racing 
along the hot surface of the prairie. All he knew was pure 
sensation with no demands from his body. No hunger, no 
thirst, no pain. There was pleasure, though, once he 
discovered the other dust devil. 

Everett had been spinning across an open bit of ground 
when another dust devil crossed his path. This one danced 
around him, whirling so fast it pulled dust from Everett. As 
he tried to go around, the dust devil blocked him. When 
Everett twirled backward, the dust devil followed him. 
Confused, Everett tried every direction he could move 
without losing his form by bumping against a scrub brush. 
When he inadvertently cornered himself, the larger dust 
devil pounced. 

When they merged, his soul collided with Dalton’s, and 
everything, all he’d forgotten, came rushing back—the time 
they had shared, the love they had made, the dreams they 
had wanted to build together, and the horrible tragedy that 
had wrenched them apart. 

If he’d had form, Everett might have cried for almost 
losing Dalton again, but the pain was swirled away and 
quickly forgotten as Dalton infiltrated him. Bound together, 
they danced in the sunlight and slept when night fell. 
Through the winter they were inert, but as soon as the heat 
came, they set to swirling across the prairie again. 

Every day was an adventure, every night a quiet time of 
conversation. Together they withstood stampedes, raging 
storms, and freezing snow, but always the heat returned 
and eventually they rose into the air together. 

After a time of sharing, Everett learned how to lift himself 
without the heat or the wind. Like a newborn colt, he was 


wobbly at first, and unable to stay aloft. He’d grown 
accustomed to using the rolling waves of hot air that moved 
horizontally across the surface of the land. Dalton taught 
him to create his own updraft. When he learned this trick, 
they were no longer bound by the weather. Even in the 
depth of winter they were able to move freely about the 
land. The cones they made were small, but they didn’t need 
size to enjoy the simple bliss of their existence. 

But, like Everett always said, good for one thing usually 
meant bad for another. It was wonderful to have a 
companion, and to share his existence so intimately, but 
both of them recognized they needed more. There was 
deeper pleasure to be had in human form. Knowing just how 
amazing their merging bodies could be made the prospect 
both terribly alluring and woefully terrifying. 

What if they shifted and forgot? 

That was what petrified Everett and made him reluctant 
to give up what they had. He wanted to be with Dalton 
again, to kiss him, to hold him, to merge their bodies and 
hear him make that plaintive moan, but he was so afraid of 
losing him he wouldn’t take the risk. 

It had taken Dalton years to find Everett and infiltrate him 
in dust-devil form. What if, as humans, they never 
reconnected to one another? As much as he wanted to 
physically love Dalton, Everett couldn’t justify the potential 
peril. It was better to be happy with what they had than lose 
each other altogether. 

It was Dalton who first suggested how they could return 
to human form and minimize the risks. Everett was leery, 
afraid they wouldn’t remember, but Dalton convinced him 
they wouldn’t know unless they tried. They debated the 
issue for a long time, but it was the prospect of kissing 
Dalton that convinced Everett to shift. 

Even though as a dust devil his senses were different, 
there was a memory of how good Dalton had tasted. All of 
his flesh had been so beautifully formed апа blissfully 


sweet. Lifting and parting his legs, sliding his tongue deep 
into his cleft, easing his cock within that snug passage— 
longing had Everett halfway convinced to try, but it was his 
fear of abandonment that conflicted him. 

“It’s been so long since I’ve tasted you that way.” Everett 
didn’t speak so much as he conveyed his thoughts to 
Dalton. 

“I know,” Dalton thought back to him, swirling around 
him, merging their particles. This twirling was as close as 
they could come to lovemaking of any sort. And it simply 
wasn’t enough. “І want to feel you inside me again.” 

“I’m all over you right now.” 

“It’s not the same.” 

Everett agreed, but they had to move with great caution. 
“There has to be a way to do this and not lose one another.” 

“I think | know how.” 

Dalton twirled parallel to а _ well-used trail. Everett 
followed. 

“If we transform at the same time, we should remember 
before we can get too far from one another.” 

“І don’t like that word.” 

“Which word?” 

“Should.” Everett pushed until he was next to Dalton. 
“Should means that so much can go wrong.” 

“But so much could go right.” As if to prove his point, 
Dalton twirled into him until they became one cone. “You 
were afraid of this, too, remember?” 

How could he forget? When the other dust devil had 
confronted him, he’d been annoyed at first, and then afraid, 
but once he realized it was Dalton, he was eternally 
grateful. 

“Once we shift, we’ll both be naked.” Everett pointed out 
as he and Dalton moved as one. 

“Should make us instant partners.” 

Everett didn’t think so, but he didn’t convey his doubts to 
Dalton. In his exuberance, Dalton was very persuasive. As 


” 


much as һе was reluctant to lose what they had in this form, 
Everett knew they could have so much more as humans. 
Debating the risks and rewards had consumed his every 
moment since Dalton made the suggestion. 

“І swear, it will be all right.” 

After traveling for days, Everett realized where they were 
going. Inexorably they moved toward the spring where they 
had met. Anticipation and dread were as much his constant 
companions as Dalton. When they arrived, Everett noted the 
trees were a bit taller and the land had been cleared, most 
likely to make it easier for travelers to obtain water. 

“Looks like a popular spot,” Everett said as their cone 
bumped over the many hoof prints. 

“No one is here now.” 

Splitting into two separate devils took only moments, but 
Everett hated the feeling of Dalton leaving him. He worried 
this was but a small taste of things to come. And then, most 
horribly, he realized that if he couldn’t remember Dalton 
after they shifted, he wouldn’t miss him. Everett found no 
comfort in that idea at all. Just because he wouldn’t know at 
first didn’t mean he wouldn’t eventually remember. 

Dalton urged him toward the spring. “Are you ready?” 

“As ready as l'Il ever be.” Everett stopped just short of the 
water’s edge. 

“What?” Dalton was ready to plunge on in. 

“І just wanted to say, just in case | forget, that | love you.” 

Swirling particles vibrated in dappled sunlight. 

“І love you, too.” 

Everett felt Dalton waiting for him. In leaving the final 
push forward up to him, Dalton put the entire venture on 
Everett. 

“Don’t you let me forget.” 

“І won't,” Dalton said. 

They hit the water together. 

Everett would never forget the feel of the spring pulling 
him in, washing him away to oblivion. He felt each individual 


grain of sand that was slipping away from his form. Such 
Sharp terror gripped his soul that he shifted to human 
without really understanding exactly how it happened. 

As soon as he opened his eyes, Everett was confused by 
what he saw. Visually, nothing made sense to him because 
everything was different now that he was human. As a dust 
devil, he didn’t see so much as he sensed the land around 
him. Adjusting to his vision was nothing compared to simply 
trying to stand. Maintaining his equilibrium without spinning 
felt impossible. Everett’s arms windmilled, but he hit the 
water face-first anyway. 

Forgetting that he couldn’t breathe water, and frankly 
forgetting how to breathe at all, he took in a great amount 
of liquid that caused his chest to constrict. Thrashing about, 
flinging his arms and sputtering in a crazed attempt to 
simply survive, he slogged to his knees. He drew air into his 
lungs in great gasps as he groped for purchase. Whatever 
he grasped onto came away, and he went under. 

And then, just when he thought he was a goner for sure, 
something latched onto him and lifted him up. 

“I’ve got you.” 

Everett struggled against whatever held him, his panic 
rising from his inability to comprehend what had happened. 
A part of him recognized the sound as speech, but he didn’t 
quite grasp what was being said. 

“Relax. Let me help you.” 

Everett stopped struggling mainly because the sound of 
the voice was soothing and vaguely familiar. Besides, 
whoever was helping him seemed to be able to keep his 
head above water. That was important. He couldn’t breathe 
underwater. Right now that was about the only thing he 
seemed to fully comprehend. 

“Try to stand, Everett.” 

He shook his head, wanting to stay right where he was, 
but the person behind him kept tugging on him until they 
reached the bank. Here, the water wasn’t as deep, and he 


was able to settle on his knees. When һе turned to look over 
his shoulder, he saw a creature who held him in thrall. 

Behind him, helping him, was something with beautiful 
features and the kindest expression. Familiar and foreign all 
at the same time, Everett merely watched the creature until 
he realized whatever the being was, it was built like himself. 
Human, he thought. Man? That seemed right, but he wasn’t 
certain. 

“Do you remember me?” 

Everett simply stared. Every moment that passed pushed 
words into his mind, words that helped him place what he 
was and what he was seeing. 

The man reached out to him, cupping his hand to 
Everett’s face. A powerful sensation made him sway in the 
water. A touch, his touch, was something that Everett 
craved more of as soon as he had the barest bit. 

“I’m Dalton.” 

“Dalton.” Everett spoke the name, feeling his mouth and 
tongue move in concert. He giggled at how the vibration 
from his chest tickled his nose. Dalton. That was this man’s 
name just like Everett was his name. And that look on 
Dalton’s face. That was a smile. And when Dalton leaned 
close, so close that Everett could see that his eyes were the 
richest shade of blue, and pressed his lips against Everett, 
that was a kiss. 

A kiss. 

Memories flooded into his brain. Almost of their own 
accord, his arms came up and wrapped around Dalton. A 
kiss, a hug, and then as Dalton helped him stand, their 
bodies pressed together. Naked. They were soaking wet and 
naked and alone. Recollections of all they had done in 
human form surged into his mind, causing his mouth to 
water and his cock to harden. 

“| remember.” Everett squeezed Dalton. “І remember 
everything.” 


Overcome with joy, һе and Dalton moved to the bank 
where they rested on their backs. Feet in the water, hands 
firmly clasped, they lay there looking up through the broad 
leaves of a cottonwood tree. There was no rush now, not 
when they were together. After a time, they grew 
accustomed to their human forms, and with that came 
remembrance of how to move without falling down. But 
more than that came the recollection of how they’d loved. 

Rolling up to a sitting position, Everett looked around the 
spring, confirming that he and Dalton were alone. With a 
grin, he slipped into the water and pulled Dalton in after 
him. 

Laughing, they tumbled in the spring. They played, 
splashing one another until desire swept away the giddy 
relief that caused their bubbly behavior. This time when 
Dalton pressed against him, an electrical surge plowed 
through Everett’s body, igniting a hunger that he couldn’t 
control. 

Everett pulled Dalton against him, kissing him as he drew 
him down into the water. Once there he urged Dalton onto 
his back, near the bank, so he could lift his hands and hold 
on. Gently, Everett eased Dalton’s body out until he was 
floating on the surface. 

“Hold on.” 

Dalton grinned and dug his fingers into the bank, but it 
crumbled. Instead, he lowered his arms into the water, 
finding something below to hold him steady in the gentle 
current. 

Once Dalton was set, Everett placed openmouthed kisses 
along his body, working his way down to Dalton’s hips. 

“Spread your legs for me.” 

Grinning, Dalton parted his legs. 

After plunging below the water, Everett popped up 
between Dalton’s thighs. Tenderly he teased his fingertips 
over Dalton’s sac, shivering with pleasure when Dalton 
moaned. It wasn’t quite the sound he remembered, but that 


only made him want to work harder. Stroking his fingers 
lower, he took Dalton’s cock into his mouth. 

“Everett...” 

Dalton grew harder within his mouth, and as Everett 
slipped his finger into his bottom, Dalton uttered that 
plaintive groan. Like music to his ears, that sound pushed 
Everett to take his time and tease Dalton into a frenzy of 
need. 

Sensing he was on the verge of climax, Everett stopped 
bobbing his head over Dalton’s prick. Instead, he swirled his 
tongue over the sensitive head and eased another finger 
inside him. 

“Please, please,” Dalton strained, lifting his body out of 
the water. Unfortunately, his movements pulled his cock 
from Everett’s mouth. 

Dalton swore in a torrent. 

“Hold still.” 

Gritting his teeth, Dalton clung to something below the 
water, his entire body rigid. 

“I don’t want to tease you too much.” Everett lowered his 
lips back to Dalton’s cock. Rather than take him within the 
hot hollow of his mouth, he placed openmouthed kisses 
along his shaft, working his way to his balls. Swiping his 
tongue over the sac caused Dalton to utter a series of 
frustrated whimpers. When he sipped water into his mouth 
and gushed it out over his sac and the puckered skin of his 
bottom, Dalton uttered the most unearthly howl. 

“I’m so close, so close, and it’s been so long. Everett, 
please, fill me.” 

“Soon, so soon.” Everett took Dalton’s prick into his 
mouth, flicking his tongue and sucking in time to his 
heartbeat. He worked his finger in and out with Dalton’s 
breathing. 

On a long, blissful moan, Dalton climaxed. His taste was 
50 sweet, so luscious, that tears filled Everett’s eyes. 
Sadness didn’t fill him so much as a deep remorse that he 


had almost, almost, given up this most sublime pleasure 
because of fear. 

When Dalton relaxed in the water, all the tautness gone 
from his body, Everett cradled him in his arms. For a long 
time they stayed entwined in the water. He wanted Dalton 
to recover but also feeling his body against him, feeling his 
own arousal and waiting, built his anticipation. 

“Now, Everett. | need to feel you again.” Dalton wouldn’t 
take no for an answer. Parting his legs around Everett’s hips, 
he sank down into the water until he entwined Everett. “As 
dust devils we can blend, but this, oh, Everett, this is so 
much more intimate.” 

Dalton’s eyes were huge and full of longing. Everett 
echoed his craving. He was filled with a curious blend of 
white-hot passion and slow wanton love. What they had as 
dust devils was unique and wonderful in its own way, but 
joining their bodies this way—there was nothing better. 

Holding his gaze, Dalton eased himself down onto 
Everett’s cock. So slowly did he go that Everett bit his 
bottom lip to hold back a bellow of need. After all this time, 
it wasn’t just the physical sensation of penetrating Dalton 
that held Everett in thrall. It was the way Dalton looked at 
him. They shared a connection that nothing, not even death, 
could take away. 

Balls deep, Everett refused to let Dalton move. He wanted 
to hold him this way, keep him bound to his body, and feel 
all of him. Taking his time, he teased his fingers over 
Dalton’s face, his throat, his chest, back, and arms. When he 
eased his hands down to his buttocks, Dalton clenched his 
body around Everett’s cock with a rhythm that matched 
Everett’s breathing. 

“What are you doing?” He’d never felt anything as good. 

“I learned that from you.” Dalton continued to quiver 
around Everett’s shaft, prompting him to clutch his hips and 
rock gently. 


Going slow made everything more intense. When his 
climax rose, Everett slanted his lips over Dalton’s, and 
kissed him as he pumped his pleasure deep into Dalton’s 
bottom. 

Clinging together, breathing hard in the afterglow, they 
let the world move around them as they stayed perfectly 
still. 

After a very long time, Dalton whispered, “And to think 
that you didn’t want to shift to human.” 

Everett chuckled. His fears seemed almost silly now. 
Softly, he whispered back, “І was afraid of losing you.” 

“I know.” 

They stayed entwined in the spring for a long time. Only 
the coming night compelled them to leave the water. Naked 
and laughing, they lay upon the bank, debating what they 
would do with themselves. The one thing that Everett knew 
for certain was they were going to do exactly what Dalton 
had wanted to do in the first place. They were going to stay 
right here. 


Chapter Thirteen 


They made crazy love for days and might have continued 
on but for the demands of their human bodies. 

“We have to have the basics for when we’re human. Food, 
Shelter, warmth—” 

“A bed to make wild love in,” Dalton interrupted. 

“That, too,” Everett said with a grin. He looked around at 
the hills that encircled the spring. “We should be able to 
build something tucked back around here. Something we 
can hide from nosey travelers.” 

They found a good spot for a simple lean-to, but privacy 
wasn’t their biggest problem. How in the world were they 
going to get supplies? Without clothes, they couldn’t 
approach the wagon trains, not without a great many 
questions. It was Dalton who suggested they riffle them in 
the dark. 

“If we take only a little bit from each group, they'll never 
notice.” 

Everett agreed. They also agreed to never take anything 
from folks in dire need. If worse came to worst, they could 
shift to dust devils. Their needs in that form were far less. 
Everett had his concerns about remembering, but Dalton 
thought if they shifted together, they could minimize the 
risks. 

They lived at the spring all through that summer. When 
travelers came, they headed for the hills, watching and 
waiting until the cover of darkness. 

Over the months they outfitted themselves well, and 
inadvertently, they drove people away from the spring. 
Everett believed it was the unearthly howl Dalton made 
when Everett teased him beyond endurance. That sound 
rising from the area around the spring in the dark was more 


terrifying than the yipping of coyotes. If only they knew it 
was the sound of pleasure and not a tortured soul! 

Word quickly spread that the oasis was haunted by two 
ghosts. One a prankster who stole things and the other a 
tormented gunslinger who bemoaned his fate. After a time, 
travelers stopped coming altogether as another spring was 
found. It wasn’t as nice, but that spring held no scary 
stories. 

They didn’t have enough to see them through the winter, 
so they had to shift. Holding hands, they did so, and 
emerged entwined, with full memories. Dalton speculated 
that maybe the not remembering part was because he 
hadn’t had anything worth remembering until he met 
Everett. Everett agreed, and thought his own blankness 
came from his inexperience with shifting altogether. The 
more they shifted, the easier it became, and the more they 
remembered. 

After five summers of picking off items from travelers, 
they had created a cozy little lean-to with all the items two 
men could ever need. 

And finally, at long last, Everett and Dalton found a place 
where they belonged. 


THE END 
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